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the trve tragedie 

OF RICHARD DVK.E OF YORKE, 

and the good icing 

HENRIE THE SIXT. 

Enter Richarde ‘Duke of York*, The Earle ^ War W jcte,T^ 
Duke ofNorffolke, Marquis Montague, Edward of 

A/rf«fc,Crookeback Rrchar A^rtheyoung Earleof Rutland, 
with Dmmw andSonldters,mtb white Ttyes in their nates, 

Warwicke. 

1 Wonder how the King efcapc our handcs. ? 

Torke. Whilil wepurfudethe Horfcmcn of the North, 
Heflily ftole away ,and left his men: 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whofc warlike eares could ncuer brooke retrait, 

Chargde our niaine Battels front,and therewith him 

Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abrefl 

Brake in, & were by the hands of common Souldiersflaine. 

Edw. Lord Srajfmfrtather,Dukc ot' r Buckmgham t 
Is either flaine,or wounded danderoufly; 

I cleft his Beuer with a downe right blo .v: 

Father chat this is truc,beholdhis bloud. 

nJdlont, And brother, hecres the Earle of iViltjhircs blood. 
Whom [incountredasthe Battailes ioynd. 

Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. 

York. Wliar,is your grace dead my L. otSumme ffetf 
Y^orf. Such hope haue all chc line oil >hn of (jaunt. 

Rich. Thus doe I hope to (hape King Henries hr a 
War. And fo do I victorious Prince of \ orke. 

Before I fee thee feated in that throne. 

Which now the hauls of Lancaster vfurpes, 

A2. 
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i mrx ragedte of Kt chord D.of 

I vow by heauens thefe eics fhal! ncucr clofc* 

1 hb is the PaUaceoftfiat fearfuli king, 

And ;luc the regall chaire; Poikffe ic Vorke: 
for this is thine, and not king Hemes heircs. 

York Afiftme thenfweet V'f r arm<%?> and I wills 
For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norjf, Wecle all affill thce^and he chat flies fhall die. 
Yor^T hanks gentle Y^rffblk^. Staie by me my Lords: 
and louldicrsftaie youheerc and lodge this night: 

War ^ And when the.king conieSjOffer him no violenre* 

V nleffe he I'eekc to put vs but by force. 

*Rich> Amide as wc be,lets ftaie within this houfef 
VFar. The bloudie parlemenc (hall this bccaldeS 
V nleffe Elantagam Duke of Yorke be king. 

And balhfull Henne be depofde^wholecGwardifc 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Tor. Then leauemc not my Lords,for now I tneanc 
To take poffefsion of my right. 

War% Neither the kingjiiorhim that loues him beft. 

The proudeff bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dares ftirre a wing,if 

He plant 'TUntagenet: and rootehim out who dares/* 

Refolue thee Richard : Claime the Englilh crowne. 

Enter King Hemic the fixt , With the Duke of Excefler y The 
Earle of TforthumberUnd; T he Earle of Wcftmerland, and 
Clifford, the Earle of Cumberland with red Rofes in their hats . 
King; Looke Lordings where the flurdy rebel fits, 

Euervm chechaireofflate : belike hemcancs 
Backt by the power of WarWicke that falle peerc. 

To afpire vnto thecrowne^and raigne as king. 

Earle oi'Jfforth umber lan d>he flew thy Father: 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vo.w^d reuenge. 

On hiinjiis fo mesdm fauontes,and his friends. 

'Iforthu. And if I be nor, heauens be rcuengd on me. 

Clif The hope thereof makes ffhfford mourne in flede. 
Weft. What.ffhall well ffer thisPlets pull him downe, 

Aly heart for auger breakesj cannot ipeake. 

King* 

o 
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yorhe^nd Henric. thefixt. 

jO*. Be patient gentle Earle of We*tnM‘ 

C/i/f Patience is for pulcrouns Juch as he. 

He durft not fit there,had your father liu 
My gratious Lord : heerc in the Parlcment, 

let vs aflaile the famine of Yorke. 

Facrcbcitlrom *, ri,o 0g lu C s of h«K, 
To mate a Humbles of the parlemcnt houfe. 

Cofen of £*««r,words,fro w nes,and threats 
Shall be the wanes that Hcnrie mcanes to vie. 
Thoufafttous duke of Yorke, defeend my throne, 
lam thySoucraigne. 

Tor. Twas mine inheritance as the kingdom K. 

Exct. Thy father was a traitour to the crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a traitour to the crowne, 

mr. True C/^and that is Eicbard duke of Yorke. 
Kim. And (hall I Hand while thou fitft in my throne? 
Tor. Concent thy felfe.it inuft, and (hah be lo. 
FKdr.Be dukeofZ«»e*/?«‘,lethim be King. 

VFefi- Why ’he is both King and D. oiLancajter, 
And that the Earle of VFeftmc'Umd (hall maintaine. 

FFar. And VVar^ic^ (liall dilproue it, You forget 
That we are thole that chafte you from the field, 

a t n onrl tiuifn c nlmirs fnrcrl 



L hat wcaretnoiccuat tndikt jwwnwaai wr.v 

Vnd flew your father ,and with colours fpred 
darcht through the Cittietothe pallace gates. 

Nor. No FVarmcke 1 remember it to my greife, 
tnd by his foulc, thou and thy houfe (hall rue it- 
wdpl. P Untagenet tiiee and ot thy fonnes, 
rhy kinfir.en.and thy friends, lie haue more liucs, 
rhen dropsofbloud were in my fathcis yames. 





- - - — ^ - j wvtjw qj 

I fend thee Warwicke fach a mcflenger. 

As fliall reuenge his death before I ftirrc. 

War. Poore Clifford how I fcorne thy worthlefle threats. 
Tor. Will ye wefbewe our title to the Crownc, 

Or els our fwordes (hall plead it in the field? 

King. What title haft thoutraitourto the Crownc? 

Thy father was as thou art, Duke ofTorkf, 

Thy grandfather Roger sJMortimtr Earle of. March. 

I am the fonnc of Henric the fife, who tamde the French, 
And made the Dolphin ftoupc,and feazd vpon their 
Townes and prouinces. 

War. T alke not of Frounce fince thou haft loft it all. 
King.Thc Lord proteftour loft it and not I, 

When I was crownd, I was but nine months olde. 

Rich. You are ol d enough now & yet me thinkes you lolc. 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpcrs head. 

Edfy. Do fo fvveet father,fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honourft arnies. 
Lets fight it outand not ftand cauilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, & the King will flic* 
Tor. Peace fonnes. 

Peace thou,and giue King Henrie Ieaue to fpeake. 
King. Ah Tlantagenet, why feekeft thou to depofe me? 

Are vve not both Tlontagenets by birch. 

And from two brothers lineally difeent? 

Suppofc by right and cqnitic thou be King, 

Thinkft thou that I will Ieaue my Kingly featc 
Wherin my father and my grandfire fate? 

No.firft fhall w3rre vnpcople this my realme, 

Land our colours often borne in Frounce, 

And now in England to om heattes great forrovv 
Shall be my winding ftieete: why faint you Lords? 

My title’s better farre then his. 

, War. Prouc it Henrie, and thou (halt be King. 

King. Why , Henri? the fourth by conqueft got the crownc 
r<>r.Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my title’s weake, 

T ell me, may not a King adopt an heire? 

VV, 9. 
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jorHi wi Henrie thefixt. 

The kcond,in the view ofmany Lords, 

Refignde the Crowne to Henertethe fourth, 

Whofc heire nay father was, and lam is. c^nera'iEue, 

2V.I telltheeherofeagamft him.bemghisSoneraigue, 

And made him to refigne the Crownc perforce, 

War.Suppofc my Lord he did jtvncon ram e. 

Think e you that were preiudiciall tot ^ C '°™ 

Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heire muft luccecd and raigne. 

King. Art thou againft vs, Duke of Exeteri 
Exft. Hisis the right.and therfore pardon me^ 

King. All will reuolt from me and turne to hiffl. 

•Not. Plant agenetfot all the claime thou layeft, 

Thinke notking Henrie (hall be thus dcpofde. 
rKar. Depofde he (hall be in defpight of thee. 

•Nor. Tu(h Warmcke>thou art decciued? txs not thy 
Southcrne powers of £ftx,Suff ilfaNorffolke^nd ol Kent, 
That makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud. 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Clif King Henrie be thy title right or wrong. 

Lord Clifford vowe s to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallowmc aliue. 

Where 1 do knecle to him that flew my father. 

King. O Clfford.hovi thy words reuiuc my foule. 

Tori Henrie of Lancafter refigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you, or what confpirc you Lords? 

War. Do right vnto this princely Duke of York?, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men. 

Enter Souldicrs. 

And ouer the Chaire of ftate where now he fits, 

W r * tc V P f * s title with thy vfurping bloud. 

King. O Warxvicke , heare me fpeake. 

Let me but raigne in quiet whilft i Hue. 

Tor. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mineheircs, 

And thou (halt raigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King. Conuaie the Souldicrs hencc,and then I will. 

A 4. War. 
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The 7 ragcdie of Richard D .of 

War. Captaine,condu<ft them into Tutbillfc\d$. 

Clif. What wrong is this vnto the Prince your Sonne/* 

'War. What good is this for England and himfclfe? 

Tfrnhum, Bafe,fearefu!l,and delpniring Henry. 

Clif. How haft' thou wronged both thy lelfeand vs? 

ZJVelLl cannot ftay.to heare thefe Articles. Exit > 

Clif. Nor I : Come,cofcn lets go tell the Queene. 

Tforthum, Be thou a praic vnto the houfe o fYorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkingly deed. Exit. 

Clif. In drcadfull warremaift thou be ouercome. 

Or liuc in peace abandond and defpifde. Exit 

Sxct. T hey feeke reuengc,8cthertore will not yeeld my L. 

King. Ah Exciter? 

War. Why flaould you figh my Lord-'* 

King. Not for my felfe Lord Warwick?, font my Sonne, 

Whom I vnnaturally /hall disinherice. 

Butbe it as it may r I heere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heires, conditionally. 

That heere thou take thine oath,toccafe thefe ciuill broile% 

And whilft I hue, to honour me as thy King ScSoueraigne. 

Tor. That oath I willingly take and will performe. 

UVar.Hong liue King Henry : Plantagenet embrace him. 

Ktfy. And long liue thou ana all thy forward fonnes. 

2V.Now York? and Lancafier are reconcildc. 

Exet. Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes, 

Souud T rumpets. 

Tor. My Lord lie take my leaue,for ile to Wakefield 
Tomycafteli. . Exit York?, and his fonnes. 

War, And He keepe London with my Souldiers. Exit. 

Norf. And Ile to Norfolkc with my followers. Exit, 

ont. And I to feafrom whence I came. Exit* 

Enter the Queene and the Tr ir.ee . 

Exet . My Lordjheere conaes the Queene, Ile fteale away. „ ^ . 

King. And fo will I. !? * 

Queene. Nay ftaie,or elfc I followthee. 

King. Be patient gentle Queene, and then Ilcftaie. 

Queene .What patience can there bcJah timerous man. 

Thou haft vndoonc thy felfe, thy fonnc,and me 3 . 

And 
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rorWndfle&iethefixt. 

Vud^eo^ertightt: 8 ' ' 

\rtthoua King, an fhoufd haue toft 

tiad l been thcre,thc before I would haue 

Me on their Launccspoy Th ’p ukc is ma de 

H>nry 

To fleepefecure. l ft 0 fParlement 

From thy bed,vnti t , n t h c houfe of Tarhp. 

I col ° UrS ’ 

The Northen Lordestl f pr ed, 

WiU follow mine,ifoncc thcyjce 

And fpread they fiialljVI1t , J t hcm heere alone. 



Ex’t . 



Makes her in furie thus forget her • 
iienged may (be be on that accurfed Duke, 

Come cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere ; > 

For Clifford and thofe Northen Lorde {? ■ 

i feare to wardes Wak?feldc, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter Edward,and Richard, and ^Montague . 

E JC WndWen W f t CakC - 

Rich. Nay, I can better play the Orator. ( 

Mont. But I haue reafons (bong and forccaole. 

Enter the Duke of York?. 

ijor . How now fonnes? what at a iarre amongft ypur fe ues 
\ch. No father, but a fweetc concciition.about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs;Thc Crowne of England father. 
York, The Crowne bny^ Why Henrm yet ahue, _ 
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— ? — - - ^.^-t: 

T he Tragedie of Richard D.»f 

g a;aj? «* 

gttassssSSff 

P'fZtif 11 thus , m y LordAn « ofna moment 

£*5*** D f tore a lawful1 Mag'firate: 
fZ ,S nont -‘ b « doth Vfurpe your right, 

Andyetyourgraecflandsbound-tohhn^oath. 

T- hen noble father rcfolueyour felfc, X 
And once more cjaimetbe Crowne, 

I am T;/, ai f dlOU lob °y- fwh y dien it fliall be fo, 

Iam refoiucd to win the crowne or die. 

Wl tif w h o In 'r fb tO f dm0nd Brm h LotdCobbam, 

1 1 whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife- 

An ?h C d ^fZ a£W>(hak to ^& r /°‘k e ftraight, 

And bid the Duke to mufler v p his fouldiersf 

And come to me to Warfield ptcCemly. 

A nd , L ° ndm lirai ghffhalt poafl. 

And bid •Bmsgrd NeittU Earle of WarMckfi F 

_ o leaue the Citte ; and with his men of war 
Lo meet me at faint A^cen daics hence, * 

My felfe hecre in Satidall cable will prouide 
«oth men and money to fiirder our attempts. 

Wow what newes? ” r~ . , . ^ 

Accompanied with die Earles of Cumberland, 
MrthumberUnd^rA We/lmer landed others of the 
tu r°j ^ ff,arc marching towards Wakefield, 

To befiedgeyou in your Cable heere, 

r ; « Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mvr timer, ' 

*u,Z,a Cj ° dsnan,c l ff chem comc - ' Coufen^W 
^epoaft you hence! and boies,ftayyou with me. 

Sir him and Sir Hugh eJ3/ ortimers mine vncles, 
j are welcome to Smdall in an happy houre, 
i he armie of the Queen e means to beliedge y$« 

Sir 
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forbe^nd tftnriethefixt. 

_ t ^ T «l 



Tor. What with fiue thoufand fouldiers vnde> ( n 
RichX father, with fiue hundred for ameed, 

A woman’s gencralljwhat fhould you fcare- 

TV.Indeed many braue battailes haue I won 

Jn Normandy, when as the enemic , , 



in: 



a AUmespnd (hen enter the your, gpur-.e of 

%utUm,and his l at or. 

Tutor.' Oh flic my Lord, lets leaue the Cable, 

And flic to Wakefield ftraighr. 

Enter Clifford. . 

TUt.O Tutor lookc where bloody, Clifford cpnies. 

C’tf. Chaplin awaic,thy priefthood faucs thy hie, 

A s for the brat of that accuricd Duke 
Whofe fadier flew my father, hc.flia!l d«e- 

Tut or. Oh Clifford fparc this tender Lord, lean heatien 

Reuenge iton thy head : Oh faue his fife. 

Clif. Souldiers awaie,and draghim hence perforce: 

Awaie with die villaine. _ the Chaplin. 

How now,what dead already for is it fcarcthac 
Makes him clofe his eiesflle open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the lambe. 

And fo he walkes inful ting ouer his praie. 

And fo he turtles againe to rend his limbcs in funder J 
Oh Clifford, VAl me with diyfword, and 
Not with fuch a cruell threatniog lookc. 

3 am to meane a fubieft for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuengd on men and let me line. 

Clif . In vaine thou fpeakefl: poorc boy : my fathers blood. 
Hath ftopt the paflage where thy words fhould enter, 

‘Rjit. 1 hen let my fathers blood ope it againe. 

He is a maniand Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif . Had I thy Brethren heere, their hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fuffreient for me, 

Ba> “ Or 








sri? , 



iA'V 



TbeT ragedie of Richard D . of 

Or (liould I dig vp thy forefathers graues> 

And hang their rotten coffins vp inchaines. 

It could not flake mineirfe,aor eafe my heart. 

The fight ofany of the houfe of Torkg, 

3s as a fiiric to torment my foule. 

Therfore till I rootc out that curfcd line. 

And leaue not oneon earth, lie Hue in hell therfore. 

Rut. O let me pray, before I take my death, - - 

To thee I praie,fweet (fifford pittie me. 

ChJ, . I fuch pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

'Rut. I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me. f 
C/if. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But twas ere I was hornet 
Thou hart one io«ne,for his fake pittie me. 

Lead in renengc chereof,fith God is iuft. 

He be as miferablieflaineas I. 

Oh,let me liue in prifon allmy daies, 

And when l giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou hafl no caufe, 

Clif. No caufeiThy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plamaaetiet, I come Plantagehet, 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my blade. 

Shall rurt vpon my weapon,till thy blood 
Congcald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit. 

lA formes. £ nter the ’/bu'he of Tor he folus. 

Tor. Ah Tot he, poaft to thy Cafile,faue thy life. 

The goale is lort ; thou houfe of 'Laficajler. 

Thrice happie chauncc it is for thee and thine, 

1 hat heauen abridgdc my daies, and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes : 

But this 1 know,they hauedeineand themfelucs. 

Like men borne to renowne by life or death: 

Three times this d3ie cam eRtchard to my fight. 

And cried,courrage Father J Viftorie.or death. 

And twice fo oft came Sdwardto my view. 

With purple Faulchen paintedto the hilts. 

In blood ofchofe whom he had fliughtered. 

Oh 
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Torke, and Hwrie thefixt. 

, , T u Mret heDmtnmes:Nowaytoflic. s 

And here my life muft end. 

jnrr t rrk fnch mercic as his ruthtuil armc 

wS“« righ. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from h is £ ar * c » 

A r^My XeTlike the Rmnix.uny bring foorth 

Scorning what ere you can atfhft ,/• ~ 

Why flay you Lord*' what, multitudes and fcare? 

flif. S 0 V 0 wards fight when they can flic no longer. 
SoDoues do pecke foe Rauens pierfing tallents; 

So defperate foieues all hopelefle of foeir hues. 

Breath out inueftiues gainlf foe officers. 

Torke. Oh Clifford , yet befomke dice once againc. 

And in thy minde oterun my former time} 

And bit. dty tongue tlm flaundrelt him with cotvfrdtfc, 
Whole verie lookehath made thee quake ete this. 

Chf. [ will not bandic with thee word tor word, 

But buckle wifo thee blowestwifetwoforone* 

Qwent. Holde valient Clifford Sot a foouland cau.es, 

I would prolong the traitours life a white. , 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Nfor thumb erUmd. 

Nor . Hold Clifford. do not honour him I o much. 

To pricke thy finger, though to wound his hcaiU 
Whatvalour were ic when a curre doth glin. 

For one to thrurt his hand betweric lus teeth, 

When he might fpurne him. with his footeaway? 

fT*'* *. P r\ 1 m rr £x C 
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T he T ragedie of Richard T> . of 

And ten to one, is no impeach in Warr c s. 

Fight, and ta\e him. 

Clif. I, r,fo Uriuesthe Woodcocks with the gin. 

’Rforth. So doth the Cunnic ftxuggle with the net. 

York. So triumpbes Theeuei vpon their conquered booty. 
So true men yeeld by robbers oucr-imtchr. 

North, What will your grace haue done with him? 
Queen. Braue w a r r i o u r s , C 'afford a a d Ngythiimberland. 
Come make him (land vpon this Moulehiill her'e, 

T hat aymric at Moumaines with autllrecched, aritie. . 

And parted but the lhaddow with Ins hand. 

Was it you that reuclde in our Parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high defeent? 

Where are your melTe of Sonnes to backeyou now? 

The wanton &faaW,and the jullie George? 

Or where is that valiant Croolgbackt prodegie? 

Ditkfy youi Boy,tI^it with his grumbling voyce, : 
WasvvonttochcarebisDadinmuteni.es? 

Or among thereftjwhere is your darting Rutland? 

Lookc Yofkc'} I dipt thisNapkin in the blood 
That valiant (Jliffordw'uhhis Rapjer poynt. 

Made ilfue from the boolome ofjhv Boyt 
Audit thine eyes can water for his death, 

1 giue thee this, to dry thy cheekcs withal!, 

Alas poor cYorke, But that I hate thee much, 

1 fhould lament thy miferable Bate: ..... ■?. 

I.prethee grieue,to make me merry, Yorkpi 
Stampe,raue,andfrct,that I may fing and daunce. 
What/hath thy fieriehart fo partcht thine entrailes. 

That not a teare can fall for RutUnds death? 

Thou vvouldft be feede I fee tomakemefport. 
forfy cannot fpeake.vnleffehe weare a Crowne. 

A Cro wne for Yorker and Lords bow low to him? 

So: hold you his hands while I do fy it on, 

I, now lookes he like a King, 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chairc, 

And this is he was his adopted heirc. 

But how is it that great Pia;itagenet 3 
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Torke, aniHcnrk the fixt. 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath? 

As 1 bethinke me, you ihould not be King, 

Till our Henrie had fhookc hands with death* < 

And will you impale your head with Henries glone. 

And robbe his temples of the Diadem 
Nowin his life,againft your holy oath? 

Ohjtisafaulctootoovnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne,and with the Crowne his hcao, 

And whilll wc brcath,take time to doe him dead. 

Chf. T hats my office/or my fathers death. 

Queen, yet Bay, and lets hearc the Onions he makes. 
Tor^She wolfe of France, but worfe than wolues o ft ranee, 
Whofc tongue more poyfon’dthan the Adders tooth? 

How illbelecmingisitin thy fexe, 

T o triumph like an Amazonian trull 
Vpon his woeSjivhom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vizard like.vnchanging, 

Madcimpudent by vfcofcuilldeedcs: 

I would allay, proud Qvcenc to make thee blulh: 

To tellthcc of whence thou arr,from whom dcriu’dc, 

T were lhame enough to lihame chee,wcrt thou not lhamJcs, 
Thyfathcr beares the ripe ofKing of Tfaples, 

Ofboth the Stfstlcs and lemfilem, 

X et not fo vvcalthic as an Englifh Y eoman. 

Hath that poorc Monarch taughttheeto infult? 

It ncedes not, or it bootes thee nor proude Queene, 

V nlefle the Adage muft be verefide, 

ThatBeggcrs mountcdjrunnc their horfe to death. 

Tis beautic,that oft makes women proud. 

But God he vvocs,thy Iharc thereof is fmall. 

Tis goucrnemcnt,that makes them moll admirde. 

The coiurarie doth make thee wondred at, 

Tis vertue makes them leeme k aine, 

The wane thereof makes thee abliominablc. 

Thou art as oppo.fi te to eucry good. 

As the Antipodes arc vnto vs ; 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh I ygers hart, wrapt in a womans hide! 




The Tragedk of Richard D.of 

Howcouldft thou draine thc-hfe bibud ofthe child*. 

To bid the father wipe bis eyes withall, 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face? 

Women arc milde,pittitull, and flexible. 

Thou indurate, fterne.rough.remorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage. ? why no w thou had thy will; 

Would’fl haue me weepe. ? why fo thou hafl thy wifli. 

For rageing windes blovves vp a ftormc of teares. 

And when the rage alayes,che raine begins, 

T hefe teares are my fweete Rutlands obfequies, 

And euery drop,begges vengeance as it falles. 

On thee fell Clifford, and die falfe French woman, 

Tforth. Befhre w me,but his pasfions mooue me fo. 

As hardly can I checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yorl\e. That face ofhis, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftaind with blood: 
But you are more inhumaine,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

See ruthlcfle Qucene a haplefle fathers teares, 

This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my fweete Boy, 

And loe, with teares I wafli the bloud away. 

Kcepc thou the Napkin,and goe boaft of that: 

And if thou tell the heauieftoriewell, 

Vpon my foule, the hearers will (head teares, 

I,eucn my foes will fhed faft falling teares, 
Andfay;Alas,itwasapirtcousdeed. 

Here,take the Crowne; and with the Crowncmy curffej 
And in diy nced,fuch comfort come to thee, 

As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. 

Hard-harted Clifford, take me from die worlde, 

My foule to heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. 

North . Had he bio flaughterman to ail my kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepewith him to fee, 

How inlie anger gripes his harr. 

JfW.What weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie your melting teares. 

Clif. Thejrs for mine oath 3 thears for my fathers death.. 
Queen. 
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YirW nd & ettrie 

Ouee. And thears to right our gentle harted kind. 

Tor. Open thy gates of mercie gratious God, 

Sofrrke may ouerlooke the townc of Yorke. Exeunt omm* 

Enter Edward and Richardyeith drum 
and Souldiers. 

Edw, After this dangerous fighr and haplefle warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 

Rich, I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d, 

Where our right valient father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lion midft a heardc of neate. 

So fled His Enemies our valient father. 

Me thinkes tis pride enough to be his Sonne. 

T hre Sunnes appear e in the aire. 

Edw. Loe how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her'farcvvell ofthe glorious Sunne, 

Dafell mine eies. ? or do I fee three Sunnes? 

Rich. Three glorious Suns, not feperated by a racking 
But feuered in a pale cleere fhining skie. " , (eloude. 
See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,andfecmc to kifle. 

As ifrhey vowde fome league inuiolatc: 

Now are they but one lampe,one hght.one Sunne, 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euenr. 

Edw. I thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That wc the Sonnes ofbrauc Rltntagenet, 

Alreadie each one Aiming by his meed 
May ioyne in one and ouerpecre the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Targetjthreefaire finning Sunnes. 

But what art thou thatlookeft fo heauilie/ 
sJidef.Oh one that was a tvofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Etbti. Oh fpcake no more, for I can hcarc no more, 

Rich. Tell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 
s^/e/fWhenas the noble Duke was put to flight, 
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TheT rl^dJlcfKTCfjara . 

And then purliide by Clifford and die Queenc, 

And many iouldiers moe^ho ail at once 
Let driiie at him, and for! [ the Duke to yccld: 

And then they let him on a moulhiil there, 

Aq4 cl °wnde the gratiousDuk^n high difpighti 
Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 
Thcnithlefle Qwene perceiuing he did vveepe 3 
C5aue him a hatidkercher to wipe his eyes, 

Dipt in the bioud of fvveete young^g^W 
By rough CltjfordQ aine ? who weeping tooke it vp, 

1 Iren through his breft they 'thrutt diejr blpuddxe fyvords. 
Who ]ike a JLambefellat the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of2>/^they fet his head. 

And there it doth reiiiaine.the piteous Ipeftacle 
That ere mine eies beheld* 

Edw. Sweet Duke of2V%,our proppe tolcane vpon g 
Now thou art gone^thcrc is no hope tor vs: 

Now my foules pallace is become a prilon, 

Oh would Hie breake from compafTeof my breafl:. 

For neucr (hall .1 haue more ioy. 

Ttych * I cannot weepe,for all my breads mciflure , v •; 
Spr ic ferues to quench my furnace burning heart, 

I cannot ioy till this white rofe be didc, 

Euen in the heart bloud of the houfc ci Lancafler. 

Richardyl beare thy name 3 and llereaenge thy deadi. 

Or die my fbife in feeking ofrcuctige* 

Ediv< His name, that valient Duke hath left with thee, 
JFis chaire and Dukedome,that remaines for me. 

Rich\ Nay.if thou be that princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy difent by gazeing gainfl; the Sunne. 

For Chaire^nd Dukedome;Throne,and kingdome faics 
For cither that is thine, or elfe thou vvert not-his* 




Ent er t he Earle of Warwick 6 > tJM o magitc, 

Writ h drum, ancient yand Souldiers . 

( broad t 

War. How now faire Lords: what fare/ 5 what newes a- 
Rich . Ah geinle/T^w^%fliou!d we butreportc, 

J “ ^ ' The 
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The balefull newes,and at each wordes deliuerance, 
Stab poniardes in our fldbjtili all were touldt 
The Words would adde more anguifli then the woundes. 
Ah valient kord,thc Duke otjforize isflaine. 

Edw. Ahrramick^^cke.tku ‘Thntagenet, _ 
Which held thee deare : euen as his foxiles redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord (fnjfurdAone to death. 

fr(r ar . Jen daies agoc,I drownd d'.ofe newes in teares. 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes, 

I come to tell you things fince then befalne. 

After the blouddie fraie at Wakefield fought, ' 

Where your braue father breath'd his lateft gafpc. 
Tidings as fwiftlieas thepoaft could run. 

Was brought me of your loflc,aud his departure. 

I, then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muflred my fouldicrs, gathered flockes of friends. 

And verie well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to faint a Albons t’enterceptthe Qncenc, 
Bcafingthe Kmg in my behalfe along, 

For by my fcoutes I was aduertifed. 

That die was conuning, with a full intent 
To dafh your late decree in parliament, 

T ouching King Henries heires,and your fuccefsion. 
Short'talc to make,wc at Saint Albons met, 

.Our battailes ioynde.and both (ides fiercelie fought. 

But whether twas the coldneflc of the King, 

Who lookt full gentlie on his warlike Qnecne, 

That robdc my fouldicrs of their heated lpleenct 
Or whether twas report of his fuccefle, 

Or more then common feare oUChffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines bloud and death, 

I cannot tell : But to conclude with trudi, , 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came: 

Our Souldiers like thcnightOwles lazie flight, 

Or like an idle threflicr with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe as if they fmote their fii ends? 

I cheerd them vp with iufliceofthe caufe, 

With pronnfe pfhigh paie and great rewardcs. 




The 7 ragcdie of Richard D.of 

But all to vain?, they had no hearts to fight, 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day , 

So that we fled. The King vnto die Queene, 

Lord George your brother,A7(?^/^and my (clfe. 

In haft,polt halt, are come to ioyne widi you. 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making an other head, to fight againe. 

Edto. Thankes gentle Warwicks, 

How farre hence is the Duke widi his power? 

A nd when came (jeorge from Burgundie to England? 

War . Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power: 
But as for your brother, he vvas lately Tent ' 

From your kind Aunt^Dutches of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers gainft this needfull warre. 

Rich, T vvas ods belike when valient Warwick? fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfute, 

But nere till now, thy fcandall ofretirc. * 

War, Nor now, my fcandall Richard y do({ thouhearc? 
For diou fhalc knowe that this right hand of mine. 

Can pluck the Diadern from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awfull icepterfrom hisfifh 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre. 

As he isfamde for mildncilc,peace,and praier. 

Rich* I know it well Lord Warwick ?^ blame me not, 

T was loue I bare thy glories, made me fpeako, 

But in this troublous timejwhacs to be done? 

Shali we goe throw away our coates of fteele? 

And clad our bodies in blackmourning gownes* 
Numbring our ^Aucmanes with our beades? 

Or /hall we on the helmets of our foes, 

T ell our deuotion^widi reuengfull armes? 

If for the Iafl,faie band to it Lords. 

War . Why therforc Warwick? came to find you out. 
And tberfore comes my brother Montague. 

* Attend me Lords,the proud infultiug Queene, 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many mo proud birdcs, 

Haue wrought the cafic melciag King like waxe. 



rorke, *nd Heme thefixt. 

We fwarc confent to your fuccefsion, 

S inrolled in the ParliSment. 

Butnow to London all the crew are gone. 

To frufierate his oath,ot what befides 

So‘v‘t P chc helpe „f^*,ana my felfc, 

Amongthc louing Weltcbmcn enft procure, 

Whv via ToLondon will we march amanc, 

Nere mav he Hue to fee a lunftiine day, 

2, , ( 2 rctirc when Warwick? bids him flay. 

T Ecbfr- Lord Warwick fin thy * oU j^ cr w* 11 1 leanc » 

And when thou faint’ft.muft Edward tall? 

W fra?.Ko longer Earle of March, but Duke of2V% 

The next degree is England sroy all King: 

And King ot England lhak thou be proclaimde. 

In euerie Burrough as we pafle along: 

And he thatcafts not vp his cappe for my. 

Shall for th’offence make forfeit ofhis head. 

Kino- £dwaret,vn\ient Q(ichard,tEkIontagut, 

Stay 3 we no longer dreaming of renownc. 

But forward to effeft thele refolutions. 

Enter a Meptiger. 

Mef.ThtDvkc of 7fyrfol{e lends you word by me. 

The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And craucs your company for Ipeedy counccll. 

Vrar. Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march away. • 

Exeunt Games* 
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TheT ragedie of Richard D . of 

\ .(i y Agy*!** ” : -r/ i' ~rr > <?*» ...-> «? - 

Enter the King and Queenc, Prime Edward, and the Nor. 

thrcn Earles With 'Dmmrm and Souh\ws r 
Queen. VVeicome my Lord,to this braue towne o{Yorkf, 
Yonder’s the head of that ambitious cuemie 
i hat fought to be impaled with your C towne. 

Doth not die obicft pleafeyour eic my Lord/ 1 
KtngJLuen as the rocks pleafe them that feare their wra eke. 
Withhold rettenge deareGod,tis not my fault. 

Nor wittingly haue I inffingde my vow. 

CIS. My gratious .Lord, this too much lenitie. 

And harmefuU pictic muftbe laidc afidc, 

To whom do Lyorrs caft their gentle lookes/ 

Not to the beaft that would vfiirpe his den. 

Whofehand is that thefauageBearc doth lickc.? 

Not ItiSjthat fpoylcs his .young. before his face. i; , 
W’hoicapesthelurking'SefpentsmoKaJUling? . 

Not he that lets his foote vpon her backe. 

I he fmalleft W oormc will turnc,being troden on? 

And Doues will pecke,in refeue of their broode. 

Ambitious Yorfy did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou liny ling, whii^heknit his angry browes. 

Hec blit a Duke,woald haue his Tonne a King, 

And raife hisiflue like a louingfire. 

Thou being aKing.bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Didfl giue confent to disinjierite him; 

Which argude thee a mofl vnnaturall father. 

^Trcafonable creatures feed their young. 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eves, 

Yet in protc&ion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not fccnethem epen with thofe fame wiims 

Which they haue fometimevfde in fearefuli flight, ° 

Make warre with him, that dimes vnto their neff, 

OfFring their owne liucs,in their younges defence? 
por fbame my Lord, make them your prefident; 

Were it not pittie that this goodly Boy, 

Should lofc his birth-right through his fathers fault/ 

And long hereafter fay vnto his childe, 



Torh r and Benrie the fxt. 

What my great Grandfather and Grandflre got. 

My carciciic farher,fpndly gaue away? 

Looke cn the Boy, and let his manly face,’ 

Which promifeth iucceflefull fortune to vs all 5 

Steele thy melting thoughts, 

Tokeepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him. 

King, full well hath Clifford playde the Orator, 

Inferring arguments oimightie force* 

But tell me,didft thou nquer yet heare tell, 

That thinges euili got,had euerbadiuc^dfe; 

And happie eucr was it for thatfonne. 

Whole lather for his hoording, went to hell/ 

I leaue my fonne my vertuoiis deedes behind. 

And vvould my father bad left iiie npmore; 

For all the ref t is helde at fuch a rate, 

Asaskes a thousand cjmes more care fo keepe. 

Then may the prefent profile coUnteruailc. 

Ah cofen Torke , would chy bell friendcs did know. 

How it dotli grieue me,that thy head flandcs there. 

Quee. My Lord, this barmeiul pictic makes your followers 
Y ou promild knighthood toyour princely fonne, (fajjiu 

Vnfheath your fword,and Araighc do bub him Knight. 
Kneele downe Eaveard. 

King. Edward Pkntagenet, zii(e a Knight, 

And Jcarne this leilon Boy, Draw thy fword in right. 

Trine. My gratious father,by your kingly leaue, 
lie draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 

And in that quarrel! vfe it to the death. 

North. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince/ 

Enter a Mcfenger. 

zJMef Royall Commaunders,bcin readinefle. 

For with a band of fiftie thoufand men, 

Comes WarWicke backing of the Duke of2 "orkfi 
And in the i ownes whereas they paflfe along, 

Prodaymes him King, aqd many flies to him; 

Prepare your Battailes,for they be at hand, 

Cf'[foul<iyout Highnefle would depart the field, 

■ tle Cjkene hatn bell lucceiFe \\hcn you areableur. 

Qiiectli 
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The fragedie of Richard D .of 

Queen. Do good my' Lord, and Ieaue vs to our fortunes. 

King. Why thats my fortune, therefore lie flay ftill. 

Clifford . Be it with resolution then to fight. 

Prince. Good father checrc thefe noDie Lordcs, 

Vnfheath your fword.fweete father cry Saint George. 

Clif . Pitch we our Battell hcre,for hence we wil not moue 

Enter the boufe of Y or he. 

Edvo. Now periurd Henry , wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne., 
And kueclc for mercy at thy Soueraigoes feete? 

Quee. Goe rate thy minions proud infulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus maleperr. 

Before thy King and lawfull Soucraignc. ? 

Ed I am his King, and he fliould bend his knee, 
Iwasadoptcd heire by his confent. 

< feorg . . Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare,you that are King, 

Though he do weare the Crowne, 

Haue caufde him by new aft ofParliament 
To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Of. And reafon (feorge . Who ihould fucceedthe father, 
butthefonnc. ? 

“Rich, Are you their butcher? (fort. 

Qtf I Crookback, here I ftandto anfwercthee.or any of your 

Rich. T was you that kild young Rutland, was it not? 

Clif. Ycs,and old eYorkf too, and yet not fatisfide. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lordcs, giue fy nald to the fight. 

JCRur. What i'ayft thou Henry? wilt thou yeeld thy crowne? 

Queen. What, long tongdc War. dare you fpeake? 

When you and I met at Saint Albones la if. 

Your legges did better feruice then your handes. 

EVar. I, then twas my turne to flee,butnow tis thine. 

Clif. You fayd fo much before, and yet you fled. 

H^r.Twas not your mAour Clifford , that droue me thence. 

Nort hum No, nor your manhood Warwick,, that could make 
you flay. 

Rich. Northumberland, Yfforthumberland, we holdcihee re* 
uerently. Breakcofftheparliejfor fearfe I can refraine the 
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KKUtion of tny bigfwolne heart, agairifi'tbat CBfiri there, 

Rich l like a villa»ne,and a trecherous coward, 

Ar A ou didU km out. tewtet bto *^''XeJ (fpeake, 

igS. Dcfie *«» thcitjOt els hold clof. thy hps. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to nry tongue, 

1 "'a/fMy Lordjthe wound IhaJbred this meetinghccre. 
Cannot be cur’d wich wordes,therefore be (till . 

Rich. Then Executioner vnfheath thy (word, 

By him that made vs all I am refolu de. 

That Cliffords manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

£dw. What faift thou Henrietih all l haue my Ug o 
A thoufand men haue broke their laft to u iy. 

That here (hail dine, vnlclTc thou yeeld the crowne. 

War. Ifthon denie.their blouds be on tny heau, 

For Yorke in iuftice puts his armour on. 

Rrin. If all be right that Warm', fe dates is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be right.^ 

•Rich. Whofoeucr got thee, there thy mother Hands, 

For well I wot,thou hall thy Mothers tongue. 

Ottee. But, thou art neither like thy fire nor dam. 

But like a foule mifhapen Stygmatitkc, 

Marktby thedeflinies.to be auoided 
As venoroe Toades,or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifh gilt. 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 

As if a channeil fliould be calde the Sea; 

Sham’fl notjkiiowmg from whence thou art deriu de, 
Toparlie thus with fenglands lawful! heires? 

Edw. A w'ifpe of ftra we were worth a thoufand crownes, 
To make that ihameleflc Callet know her lelfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in die heart oi Fraur.ce, 

And tamdc the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope: 

And had he matcht according to his (late, 
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The T ragedie of Richard D .of 

He might hatie kept chat glorie till this day* 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And graced thy poore fire with his bridall days 
Then that ftin-ftiine bred a fhowre for him, 

Which wafiic his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 

And hcapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults but thy pride? 

Had!! thou bin meeke,our title yet had flept, 

A nd we in pictie of the ge ntlc King, 

Had fliptour chime vntill an other age. 

George. Rut when we (aw our Sommer brought the gainc, 
And that the haruefi: brought vs no encrcafe, 

Wc fet the axe to thy vfurping rooce: 

And though the edge haue fomthing hit our felues* 

Y et know thou, we will neuer ceafc to (hike. 

Till we haue hewen thee downe, 

Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this refolution I defie thee. 

Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpcakc. 

Sound trumpets, lec our blouddic collours waue. 

And either viftorie,orelfe a graue, 

Queens. Staie Edward, fate* 

Edw. Hence wrangling, womanjle no longer fiaic, 
Thy words will coif ten thoufand liues today. 

Exeunt Omnes, aAUrmes. 

Enter Wdrtyickg. 

VPar. Sorefpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me do wne a litle while to breath, 

For firokes receiu\l,and many blowes repaide. 

Hath robde my (hong knit fine wes oftheir firength, 

And forceper force needes muft I yceld my felfc. 

Enter Edward. 

Edty. Smile gentle heauens,or ftrike vngende death, 
That we may diewniefle we gaine the daic. 

What farall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmleflfe line of 2 \rkes true houfe/* 

Enter Cjeorgc. 

George. 



7orkej<tnd Henrie thefixt. 

Gear. Come t>rother,come,l«s to the fjeld agame, 

For yet theres hope enough to win the daiet 
Then let vs backeto cheere our fainting troopes. 

Left they retire now we haue left the field, 

War.How now my Lords. ? what hap, what hope o good 

Snter "Richard running. 

Rickt\h Warwick?, why haft thou withdrawne thy fdtc; 
Thy noble father in the thick eft throngs, 

Cride ftill for Warwick? his thrice valient fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet, 

And manie wouudes made in his aged breft: 

And as he totering fate vpon his fteede. 

He waft his hand to me and cried aloud i 
Richard >con\mzn& me to my valient fonne. 

And ftill he cried , Warwick? reuenge my death. 

And with thofc words he tumbled of his horfc. 

And fo the noble Sabburie gauc vp the Ghoft. 

War. Then let flic earth be" drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe becaufe I will not flic: 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Neuer to pafle from forth this bloody field. 

Till lam full reuenged for his death. 

£d\v. Lord Warwick? \ doc bende my knees with thine, 
And in that vow, now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller do wne of Kinges, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vittorie to vs. 

Or let vs die before we ioofe the d ay. 

(^eojg.Then let vs hafte to cheare the Soyldicrs harts, 

And call them pillers that will ftand to vs. 

And highly gromife to remunerate 
Theirtruflie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich, Come, come away,and ftand not to debate. 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your handes, and let vs part. 

And take our leaues, vntill We mecte againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept,nowmclt in woe, 

To fee thefe dire milhaps continue fo. Warwifk? farewell. 

Pa, Was, 
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The T rdgidie of Richard D. of 

War. A Way, away, once more fwect Lords fate welh 

Exeunt O nines. 

Alar mes, and then enter Richard at one dore } 
and Clifford at an other . 

Rich. A Clifford a Qtfford. 

Cltf.h Richard zRtchard. 

Rich. Now Clifford for Tor\e and young Rutlands death, 
This thirftie fword that longs to drinke thy bloud, 

Shall loppe thy hmbes,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge die murthers thou haft made. 

Clif. Now Richard, I am with thee here alone. 

This is the hand that ftabd thy father York?, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland: 

And beer’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And ehceres diefe hands that flew thy fire and brother. 
To execute the jikc vpon thy lclfe. 

And fo hauc at thee. 



csflarmeSythey fight y and then enters Warwick? and refines 
Richard, and then Exeunt omnes. Alarm u 
sltlfand then enter Henne filus. 

Hen. Oh gracious God of heauen looke downc on y$ s 

And fet fome codes to thefe inccilant griefes., 

How like a maitjefle fiiip vpon the Seas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue fliH$ 

Now leaning this way, nowto that fidedriuc, 

And none doth know to whome t«he day will fall* 

'O would my death might flay thefe crucll iarreb* 

Would I had neuer raignde^nor ncre bin king, 
aEW argret and C[tffbrd 3 chidc me from the field, ' 
Swearing they had beflfucceflc when I was thence? 
Would God chat I were dcad 3 fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice, I were content, 

Toyecld it diem and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soulditr with a dead man in his armes* 

Soul . Hi blovvcs the wind that profit* no bodie, 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be pofleffed of fome ftore of Crownes, 






rorke, and Uenriethefixl. < 

A n«1 T will fearch to finde them if I^n, 

Oh I tis hejwhom I haue flam? in fight, 
nL»do,uvasI F c(t«bvdKK'ng. 

Mv father he came on the part or I oi fi’, .. 

A nd in this conflict I hauc * 

Oh pardon God.ljmew not what I did, 

> S J.U'Z c,ti»u that fought ft me fo floml,-. 

Now let me fee what ftotcof gold thou haft, 

But ftay,me thinkes this is no fanious f , 

/OttSfept iimy Sonne that I hatte «*»%**• 

O monflrous times.begctting fuc-h euents, 

How cruell,bloodie,and ironious. 

This deadly quarrel! daily doth beget, 

Poore boy d.y father gaue the life to late, 

And hath bereau’d thee ofthy life too foonc, 

Lg. Woe aboue woe-riefemorc then common gnefe, 
Whilfl Lions warrc,and battaile for their dens, . 

Poore Lambs do feel.e the rigour of their wraths. 

The Red rofc and the Whight arc on his face, 

The fatail coloqrs of our firming houfes, 

Wytheronc Rofe,and let the other ttourillv 
For if you flriue.tcn thouiand hues muftpcriftr. 

I Soul How will my Mother for my lathers death, 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisfidc? 

2. Soul. How Will my wife forflaughter of her (onne, 
Take on with me,and nerebe fatisfide? . R ,, 0? 

King. How will the people now mifdeeme their Kin^. 
Oh would my death their mindcs could fatisfic. 

j .Soul. Waseuer fonne fo rude,his fathers blood to pi . 
3 Soul. Was euer father fo vnnaturall Iris tonne to Kul- 
King. Was cuerKingthus grecud and vexed Ch.u 
x Soul. Ilcbeare thee hence from this accuried place; 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

2, Soul. He beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 

T\ _ Ln 





T be Tragedie of Richard D . of 

For I haue murdred where I fliould not kill. 

v- zj . t Exit tyitb his Jonne, 

Het? ^ CCpe wrctch f d man > IIe ia y thee teare for tcare, 
nerc ' ,Ci a K m g> as a woe begoneas thee, 
e AUrmes,and enter the Queene. 

Thy^' Lord, to Barwich? prefently, 

I he day is loft, our friendes are murdered. 

Wo hope is left for vs; therefore a way. 

„ . „ E»“r Prince Edward, 

nnce. Oh father flie,our men haue left the Field? 

1 alee horfe fweece father.let vs faue our fclues. . 

Enter Exeter . 

Na HfanZZ my Lor n >f ? r ven S ance comcalong with him:. 
iNa> utand not to cxpoftulate; make hafte, 

Ur cl le come after, He away before* 

■ Htn.Na y flay good £Aw,f or lie along with diee. 

Enter Clfford&otmded )\nth an arro w in bis nech. 

Ti- {3 ecre burncs my candle out, 

A Whl I d lc T laft cd,gaue king A/wry light. 

Ah Lancafler, I fearc thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodyes parting from my foulc. 

a' y J° lie a ' uJ , rcare ’8 lude many friendes to diec, 

, d n ? wI die, drat rough commixture melts. 

Jni pairing Henry lengthened mifproud Yorks, 

1 he common people fwarme like fommer Flies: 

And whither flies the Gnats, but to the Sunne? 

r^Ln/ r ^ nes now but Henries enemie? 

Oh PbotowMda thon ncuer giuen confenc 
i >at i aaeton fhouhd checketliy fierie ftcedes, 
i hy burning carrc had neuerfcorcht the earth. 

And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings fliould doe. 

And as thy father, and his father did, 
oiuing no foote vnto the houfe ofYorl-y, 
i,and ten thoufand hi this wofull land, 

Hai .1 1 left no mourning Widdowes for our dcathes: 

And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace, 

J/or what doth chcrilL Weedes but gentle Aire? 

And 




Yoyktf And Htnrie the fixt. 

And what makes robbers bold, bur lenetic? 

Bootelefle are plaintes,and cureleffe are my woundcs: 
Noway to flie,no ftrengthto hold ourflightt 
The foe is mcrcilefte.and will not pittic me. 

And at their handes I haue deferude no pittie. 

The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faintt 
Come remand Erhard, Warwick?, and the reft, 

3 rtabde your fathers,no w come fplit my breft. 




Enter EdwordpRichard, andWarwickc, 
and Souldiers. 

Edw. Thus farre our fortunes ke epes an vpward courfe. 
And wc are graft with wreathes of vidforie: 

Some troupes purfuc the bloodie minded Queenc a 
Thar now towardes Harwich ? doth pofte amaine, 

But thinkc you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

War. No,tis imposfiblehe fhould efcapet 
For though before his face I fpeake the wordes. 

Your brodier Richard rmtkt him for the grauc, 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

Clifford gr ones, and then dyes. 

Sdiv. Harke,what foulc is this that takes his heauic lcaue? 

Rjch. A deadly gronc,like life and deaths departure. 

£dW. See who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend ot foe,let him be friendly vfed. 

“Rich. Reuerfe that doome of inercie, fer tis Clifford , 
Whokildour tender brother Rutland, 

And ftabd our princely Duke oiYorhe . 

War. From off the gates of 2Vfce fetch dowjic die head, 
Your fathers head which Qfford placed there. 

In ftcad of that, let his fupply the roomc. 

Meafure for meafure mud be anfwercd. 

Sdw. Bring foorth thatfatall skritch-O'.vlc to our houfe. 
That nothing fung to vs but blood and death. 

Now his yll boding tongue no more ftrall fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say 
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TheT rJgedie of Richard G. of 

Say Clifford, do fteKcai know who fpeakes to thee t 
Darke cloudie death orefliades his beames of life* 

Andhe nor lees nor hearcsvswhat weiayj . : v . 

Rick Oh would he didjandfo perhaps he doth* 

And tis his poJiicie iiithe time ofdeath, 

He might auoyde loch bitter ftoriues as he 
In his houre of deaih did giue vnto our father* 

Gear* Richardtf thou thinkeftfo, vex him with eger words, . 
Rich. (fifforA^ske incrcie,and obtains no grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleffe penitence. 

War. Clifford 3 6zu\lc excufcs for thy fault* 

Cjeorge. Whilfl we deuife fell tortures for thy fault* 

Rich. Thou pittiedll TW/^and I am fonne to Yorke , 

Edw, Thou pittiedft RntUnd , and i will pittie thee. 

Cjeorg. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? 

War. Theymocke thee Clifford as thou waflwonta 
Rich. What not an oatH?M.ay then, Tknow heeVdeaih.. t 
Tishard/vviien Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath* . 

By thisd know hee’s dead;and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an howers life, >1 • 

That I in all contempt might raile at him. * '' V 

Ide cut it cfF,and with die bluing blood. 

Stifle the villaine, whole inftanched thirlf, 

To'ke and young Rutland could not fatisfie. 

War . I, but he is dead; off with the craytors head* 

And rearc it in the place your fathers flandes.- 
And now to London with triumphant march, , J 
T here to be trowned England* lawful! King^ • 

From thence fliall Wartyiely croffe the feas to Fmme>., 

And a^ke the Ladie Hona for thy Queene; 

So flialc thou linevv both thefe Landes iogidicr: 

A nd hauing Fraunce thy friemkthou needli not dread. 

The flattered foe, that hopes to rife agatob* ' 

And though they cannot greatly fling to hurr, j; t \ 1 
'Yet looke to haue thembufle, to offend thine eares. 

Firfl lie fee the coronation done, 

Aad afccrward-IIe croffe the Teas to Frauncc, 

T o effed this majrriage/ific pkafe my Lord/ 

Ediv» 






V 



7orhe^and Henrie thefixt. 

Edw. Euen as thou wilt, good Warwicks le C it bet, 

with ,he 

Rich. Let me be Duke o fClareme} George oUjIofter : 

For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous, 

\yar, Tufh,thats a childifli obferuation. 

®cWbc Duke of Glofter. Now to London, 

To fee thefc honors in poflesfion. Exeunt mnes. 

% 

Enter mo Keepers with boW and arroWcs. 

Keeper. Come, lets take our ft3ndcs vpon this hill, 

And by and by the DeWe will come this way: 

But flay, here comes a manners liften him awhile. 

Enter King Hcnrie dijguifdc. 

Hen. From Scotland am 1 ilolnc euen of pure Iouc, 

And thus difguifde,to greet my natiue land. 

No, Henrie no. It is no land of thine, 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

No humble futers Cues to thee for right : 

For how canft thou helpe them, and not thy felfe. ? 

Keeper. I marry fir,hcre is a Deere, his skin is a Keepers fee. 
Sirra (land dofe; for as 1 thinke, this is the King, 

King Edwardhzih depofde. 

Her.. My Queene & fonne, poorc foules 5 are gone to France 
And(as I hearcjthe great commaunding Wanvtcke, 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Fiona: 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine: 

For Lewis is a Prince foone wonne with wordcs. 

And Warwick? is a fubtill Orator % 

He laughes and fayes,his Edward is inft aide. 

She weepes, and fayes,her Henrie is depofde: 

He on his right hand, asking a wife for Edward ; 

She on his left fidc,crauing ayde for Henrie. 

Heeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Qucenes. ? 
Hen. More then I feemej for lelTc I (liould not be. 

E. A 










el 
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TheT raged! e of Richard D .of 

A man at leaftjand more I cannot be, 

And men may talke ofKings;and why not I? 

Keep. I,but thou talkeft as if thou were a King thy felfc. 
Hen. Why fo I am in minde, though not in fhewc. 

Keep. And if thou be a King, where is thy Crowne? 

Hen. My crowne is in my heart,not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Contents crowne that Kingos do feldme 
times enioy. 

Keep. And if thou be a King,Crownd with Content, 
Your crowne contenr.and you,muft be concent 
To go with vs vnto the officer .• for as we thjnke. 

You are our quondam King, K.EdVeard hath depofde: 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen. Gods name he fulfild,yourKinge$ name be obayde. 
And be you Kinges : commaunde, and lie obay. 

Exeunt Omnei. 

Enter King Edward,Clarcnce,andgiocefter, Montague, 
HaJHngs,andthe Ladie Cjmy. 

K. Ed. Brothers of Clarence, and of (jlccefter. 

This Ladies husband heere,Sir Richard Gray, 

At the ba trails ofSaint Albones did lofc his life. 

His Iandcs then were feazed on by the Conqueror; 

Her fute is now to repofleflc thofe lands. 

And fith inquatrellof-thelioufeorTerff, 

The noble gentleman an did lolehis life: 

In honour we cannot denic her fute, 

gio. Your BighnefTe ihall do well to graunt it then. 

KEd. I,fo f will,but yet lie make a paufe. 
gio.\, is thewindein thatdorc? 

Clarence,! fee theLadie hath fomthing to graunt. 

Before the King will graunt her humble fute. 

Ck.He knowes the game,how well he kcepes the winde. 
K.Ed. Widdow,comc fomc other time to know our mind. 
La.May it pleafe your Grace, 1 cannot brooke delayes, 
IbefeechyourHigbncffetodifpatchmenow. (wit. 
K.£d. Lords giue vs leaue,we meane to trie this widdow* 
I, good lcaue haue you. 

qio. 



rorKt./ttuMenrinhJixt. 

6k. For you will haue leauctill youth take leaue. 

Three my gtatious Lord- by him. 

You lhall haue fouercandyou^wuljrej J f jthc „ 

X £d VVhat feruice wilt thou do me,it I graunt it them- 
La. Euen what your HighnefTe (ball connwmd - , , 

Glo. Nay then Widdow He warrant you all your husbanus 
If you graunt to do what he commaundcs. ( landeS » 

Fight clofe.or in good fay th you catch a clap. 

Cia. Nav I feare her not,vnlei1e fhe tall. 

Cdo. Marie gods-forboc man,for hcele take vantage then. 
Li. Why flops my LordHhall I not know my caske> 

K.£d. An eafie taskc; cis but to loue a King. _ 

Li. Thats foone performd 5 became I am a fubiea. 

KEd. Why then,' thy husbands lands I freely gu.e thee. 

La. I take my leaue, with many thoufand thanKes. 

Cla. The match ismade.lhe fealcs it wich a curte ie. 
X.MStay Widdow.flay : What loue doft thou thinke 

3 fue fo much to get? . 

La. My humble fcruiee.fuch asSubiecles owes s 
and the lawes commaundcs. 

K.Ed. No by my troth.I mcaue no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. ^ . 

La. To tell you plaine my Lord, 1 had rather lie in prnon, 
KEd. Why then choucanft not get thy husbands lands. 
La, Then mine honeftie fhall be my dower, 

Forby thatlofie,! will not purchafc them. 

K.£d. Herein thou wrong!! thy children nughtihe. 

La. Herein yout HighnefTe wronges both them and me? 
Butmightie Lord, this merrie inclination. 

Agrees not with chcfadneffe of my fute,. 

6 E a, . Pkafe 







k- 
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Pleifc i t your Highnes to Jifajfle me either with I or no? 

A. td. Ijir thou (ay I, to my rcquelh 
Nojii- thou fay no,to my demautid. 

hcn no m y hordjiny fute is at an end 

n Trrf ^' ddoW ]l , kes him n °M'He bens the brow. * 
A-j n , S ,‘ e oiunteft woer in Chrift cn dome. 
a ,Ed. Her iookesarc all repleate with Maieftie. 

One way or other jfie is fer a King.; 

And (he fiiall be my loue )0 r elfe my Queer, e, 
a ^ j n c king Ed) \ard t o c k c thee for his Queene? 
a. Tis better faid thendone,my gracious LorcL 
f ain a iubiefbfic to ieaft withall, %■ ■■ 

but farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

K Ed. S W eet widdow,by myftatc I fweare, 

1 Ipeake no more then what rny heart intends? 

Am, that is to enioy thee for my loue. 

Z-C And that is more then I will yeeld vnto 

1 Know I am to bad co be your Qiiec'tffc * - : ’ 

And yet to good to be your Combine. 

k-Ed. You cauill widdow,I did mcane my Ouccne, 

Father.’ G* SR * CC W ° Uld bC ^ my fonnes A °“ ld call you 

A.Ed'.No more then when my daughters cal thee mother 
I 1 j - a w !^ clow » and thou haft lome Children. 

And (by Gods mother) I being but a Batcheler, 
riauc odicr fomc : why tis a happie thine, 
i o be tne fatherofmanie Children? 

Argue no tfiore/or thou (hale be my Queene. 
gio-lhc ghoftly father now hath done his fhrife, 

Cla . When he was madea fhriuer twas for fhift. 

A Ed. Brotfiers-you mule what talke the widdow and f 
..iaue had,you wold chinkeit ftrangcifl fiiouldmarrieher 
L J a - Marric her my Lord.to whom.' 5 
A Ed. Why Clarence ^ o my felfe. 

(-jfo.l hat would be ten dales wonder at the leaf?. 

Ck.Why thatsa daie longer then a wonder laft$, 
j‘°^i (0 u mVC n inorc arc the wonders in extreames. 



^ ^ v viiv. w in CN 

.K Ed. Well, ieaft on Brothers, l can tell you. 



Her 



York, and Benrie the 'fist, 

Herfute is graunced, for her hufbands lauci* 

£nteraeJM$engcr. . 

Mef. And it pleafe your grace , Henrie your foe is taken 
And brought as priloncr coyourpallacegaces. 

AT Away with him,and lend him to the 1 °wer- 
And lets <>o quelhon with the man about his apptehenlion. 
Lords along,and vie this Ladic honourably. t xtwt. 

sJWunet Cjlofter>and Jpeakei. 

Glo. I, SdvvAtd will vie women honourably, 

Would he were wafted, manow,bones and ail. 

That from his loyncs no rflue might lucceed. 

To hinder me from die gc/ldcn time 1 looke tor.* 

For 1 am not yet lookt on in the world. 

Firrt is there £dvvard,Clarence t and Henrie , 

And his forme, and all they looke foriflue 
Of their loy nes,cre 1 can plant my felfe: 

A colde premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafure is there in the world befide? 

1 will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my feltc within a Ladies lappe, % 

And witch iweet Ladies with my wordes and lookes. 

Oh monftrous man to harbour iuch afhought, 

Why, loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe: 

And for 1 IhoiilU not deale in her affaires, 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefb, 

And piaft an enuious mountaine on my backe: 

Where fits deformitie,to mocke my bodie, 

T o dry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimps 
To make my lcgges of an vnequail fize. 

And am I then a man to bebclou’d? 

Eafierfor me co compalie twentie crownes, 

T uc,I can fmiie,and murder when I (mile.* 

I cry content to that, that greeues me moft. 

I can adde colours to the Camelion, 

And for aneed,changc flvipes with Prothem. 

And let the afpyiing Catulm co icuoo'c. 
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Can I doe this, 3nd can not get the Crowne? 

1 u£h,were it ten times higherjle pull it downe. €xit+ 

Enter King Lewis and doe Lady Bona, and Qucene 
Margaret ‘~Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
and others . 

‘Lew. Welcome Q^Margaret to dhe Court o {Framce* 

It fits not Lewis to fit while thou dofl ftand. 

Sit by my (lde^and here I vow to thee. 

Thou fhalt haue ayde to repofTcfle thy right. 

And beate proud Edward from his vfurped fe ate. 

And place king Henry in his former rule* 

Queen. I humbly thanke your royall Maicftie, 

And pray the God ofheauen, to bfeffe thy ftate. 

Great King ofiv^tfe^that thus regardes our wrongest 
Enter Warwick ? . 

Lew. How now. Who is this/ 

Queen. Qi ur Earle of Warvvk\r,£dwards chitfeft friendo 
Lew. W elcorne brauel^nv/c^,what brings thee to France} 
War. From worthy Edward King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefli and vnfaigned loue, 

Firft to do greetinges to thy royall perfotr, 

A nd then to craue a league of amitie : 

And la(lly,to confirme that amitie, 

With nuptiail knot, if thou vouchfafe to graunt. 

That vertuous Lady Hon a thy faire filler, 

T o Englmds King in lawful! marriage* 

Qjiien . And if this goe forward, all our hope is done*. 

War. And gracious Madam,in our Kinges behalfc, 

I am commaunded, with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly tokifie your hand, and with my tongue 
T o tell the pasfions of my Soueraignes hart. : 

Where fame late entring at his hcedfuil cares, 

Hathplaft thy glorious image and thyAertues* 

j Queen. King L/Wis and Lady Hona, heare me fpeake* 
Before you anfwere V} Warwick? or his wordes. 

For he it is hath done vs all thefe vvronges. 

, ‘ ‘ War* 



York, and Henrie the fudl 

War. Iniurious eJMargaret. 

*l J rince Sd- And why not Qiiecne? 

VVar. Becaufe thy father Henrte did vfurpe, 

A nd thou no more art Pri nee, then flic is Queenc, 

Q x r Then Warwicke difanuls great lohn o(<jaunt. 

That did fubdue the greateft part o (Spake, 

And after lohn of Gaunt, wife Henrie the fourth, 

Whofe wifedome was a mirrour to the worldc. 

And after this wile Prince, Henrie the fife; 

Who with his prowefle conquered all Frounce: 

From thcftjOur Henries lineally difeent. 

War. Oxford, how haps that in this frtiooth difcourfe. 

You tolde not how Henrie the fixt had loft 
All that Henrie the fift !iac! gotten/ 

Ale thinkes thefe pecres of trannee fhould finile at that: 

But for the reft, you tell a pettigree 
Of thrcefcorc and two v ceres; a fillietime. 

To make prefeription tor a Kmgdotnes worth. 

Oxf. Why W-ir\s>uik?,c anil thou denie thy King, 

Whom thou obeyedftthirtie and eight ycetes, 

And bewray thy treafons with a blufh? 

War.Q an Oxford thac did eiier fence the right, 

Now buckler falfhocd with a pettigree? 

For ftiame leaue Henrie, and c a 1 1 £ dward K i n g . 

Oxf . Call him my King, by whom mine elder brother 
The Loid AwbrayVerc was done to death} 

And more then fo,my father cuen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yceres. 

When age did call him to the doorc of death? 

No Warwick? no,whiift life vpholds thisarme. 

This arme vpholdes the houfc of La-ne after. 

War. And I the houle ofYorke. 

K.Lcvv. Quecnc <eJd / Iargaret,T > tincc Edward,and Oxford, 
Vouchlafe to torbeare a whiie, 

Till 1 do talke a word with Warwick, e. 

Now Warwick?, cuen vpon thy honour tell me true, 

3s EdwardhwtuW King or no? 

For 1 were loth to linke with him, that is not la wfull heire. 
„ VVar, 



fe 



■ 
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War. Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credit. 

Lew. What,is he gratious in the peoples eyes? 

War. The more^thac^ctfry is vnfortunate. 

L~w. What,is histaue toour (felFe, 

War. Such icfeemcSjas maybefeeme amonarkelikehim*. 
My felfe haue often heard him fay and fwcare, 

1 hat this his loue was an eternall plant, 
rhe rooce whereof was fixt in vertues ground? 

Theleaues andfruite maintaindc with beauties funncj. 
Exempt from enuie,but not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady Bona quite his paine. 

Lew. Then filEer^let vsheare your firme refolue. 

! Bona . Your graunt or your deniall,fhall be mine. 

But ere this day I muft confcffc,when I 
Haue heard your Kingcs defertes recounted, 

Mineeares haue tempted lodgement to defire, ^ 

Lew. Then draw ncare Queene Margaret t 8c be a witnefle* 
That Bona fhall be wife to the EngiiflhKing. 

'Prince Sdvv . To Sdvvard, but not the English King, 

Fr vr. Htnrie now Hues "in Scotland at his eafe, 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe: 

And as for yoityour felfe, ou r quondam Queene, 

/ou haue a father abteto maintaincyour Hate ; 

And better t were to trouble him then Fraunce . 

Sound for a Toft within . 

Lex. Here conies lome Port f r f r arvvicke 9 to thee or v$w . 
Foft. My Lord Ambafladour^this Letter is for you, 

Sent from your brother Marquis Montague . 

1 his from our King vnto your Maieftie. 

And theferoyou Madatr^from whom I know not, 

^ Oxf I like it well, that our faire Queene and MiHrcffe 
Smiles at her newes,when Warwick# frets at his, 

T.Sd. And marke how Z/ew#ftarnpes,ashe were netled. 
Lew. Now Margaret 8c V'/aYvvicke* What are your ncwsJr 
Queen. Mine, fuch as fill es my hart fullofioy. 

War. Mine, full offorrow and harts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Cjrayi 
And now to excufe himfelfe, fendcs vs a Poftofpapers? 




7ork*> BiwMkif&k 

yfa.Ruig £mts,\ here proeeft in fight of heauen. 

And by the hope 1 haue of heaucnly blifle, 

That lam cleare from this ixnfdeede ot Edvards. 

No more my King, for he dishonours me, 

And mod himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. 

DidI forget that by the houfeofr^f. 

My father came vntimely to his death? 

Did I let pafle the abufe done to my Neece. 

Did I impale him with the regall Crowne, 

And thru'ft king Henrie from his natiuc home? 

And moil vngratcfull dodr he vfe me thus? 

My oratious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henccfootth I am thy true foruicour: 

I will reuengc the wrongs done to Lady TSona, 

And replant Henrie in his former date, 

Oueen. Yes EVarWickf I do quite forget thy former rault? 3 
If now thou wilt become king Henries friend: ~ 

War. So much his friend; I, his vnfaigned friend. 

That if King Lewes vouchfefc to furni fh vs 
'With fome fcwbandcs ofehoien Souldiers, 

He vndertake to land them on our coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre. 

Tis not his new made Bride fhail fuccour him. 

Lev. Then at the lad,I firmety am refolu’d, 

You fhail haue aydet 

And Englifh Meffenger retmne in pod. 

And tellfalfe Edward,i\y fuppofed King , 

That Lewes of Fraunce M fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him and his new Bride, 

'Bona. Tell him, in hope heele be a Widower fhortly, 

31c weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

i?«fe».Tellhin>,my mourning weedesbe layde afide. 
And I am readie to put Armour on . 

War. T ell him from me,tha.t he hath done me wrong. 
And therefore lie vnerowne him cr’t be long, 

Thei’s thy. reward>begone, 

E Uw. 
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T tcJJ me ^^%what aflurancc 

1 (hall haue of thy irufeloyaltie? 

U Z^ lhalJ aflt | rein y conftant loyaltie, 

1| that outQaee/ieand this young Prince agree: 

T l °J ne f m t 1C eidcli Dju ^ nd my ioy, 

To hnn forthwith in holy wedlocke* bands! 

1 ^r*r £hal ^^thatinatch I likeiull well. 
Loueher Sonne Edward,(he is fane and young, * 

And giue thy hand to fVknrifkf for thy louc. 8 

ew» t is enough,and now vve will prepare 
Tol.u, C Sould«,, foriSgowith _ p P ■ 

Andyoul ? rd»*fc, j0u t. H1 gi 1 j4,iratt, 

6l.all watt diem latdje to tic Eoglifh coatt, 
nd chafe proud Mitardfrcm his flumbring traunce, 
hor mocking marriage with die name of Frauncc. 

uuar .\ came from Edwardas EmbalTadour, 

Lut I return* hn byoorae and nidttall foe.* 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

Luc dreadfull vvarre lhall anfware his demaunde, 
ida a he none elfe ro make a ftale but me? 

Thennonc but I,flra!f turtfihisiiff fdferrow: ' " 

1 was the chiele that raiitlc him to the crowne. 

And He be chicfe to bring him downc a<*aine. 

Not that I pictie Henries miferic, 

but feeke reuenge on Edwards mockeric. Exit, 

* 1 > . c V f J • r ‘ . f • .* * 

" ' • c* ' ^ • : * - . - * \ 

Enter King Edward, the Queem,and (f larence , 

Gloft tr ^do/it ague Jdash??gs , and 
d^enbrookejwith foldters. 

Ed. Brothers o(£mencc^\<& otGlcceiier, 

What diinke you of our marriage with the Ladie gray? 

C/a.lviy Lord,we thinkc as KVarwicfe and Lewis 
That arc foilacke in iudgment,that theyle take no offence at 
this fuddainc marriage, 

if.£hiS'uppo/c they do; they are but Lewis, and WarVvkkf, 
And I am yourKing.*and Warwickes, And will be obaied. 

gio.And fliall, becaufc you are our king, but yet fuch fud- 
dainc marriages feldomc proueth yvcII. 

Sd, 
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Torke , and tlenric thefixt. . 

Ed. Yea brother %W,are youagainft v5 *° 0? . 

Glo, Not I ray Lord ; no, God forfend that I fliould 

Ed. Setting your fcornes and your diflikes ahde. 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady fGrq 
May not be my Louc.and Englands Quccnc.? 

Speake freely CUrence,giofler y 
Montague , and Hail mges, . _ __ 

rise. My Lord, then this is my opinion. 

That WarVeiekf being difhonoted in his em bail age. 

Doth feekereuenge,to quite his iniuries, 

Glo. And Lewis, ia regard of his lifters wronges, 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke, to fupplant your ftate« 
£^.Suppofe that Lewis and Warwick, be appeafd. 

By fuch m canes as I can bell dcuife? 

Mont . But yet to haue ioyned with Frauncc in this 
Alliance, would more haue ftrengchncd this our 
Common wcalth,gainftforraigne ftormes; 

Then any home bred marriage. 

Haft. Let England betrue within it felfe. 

We need not Frauncc nor any alliance with them. ^ 

C/^.For this onefpeache the Lord H dfiinos well deferues ? . 

Cla. I,and for fuch a thing too, the Lot & Scale* 

Did well deferue at your handes.to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield, and left your 
Brothers to goe feeke elfe whercibuc in 
Your madnes, you burie brotherhood. 

Ed. AUfle poor e Clarence, is it for a wife. 

That thou art mal-content-^ 

Why man be of good checre,! will proutde thee one; 

Cla. Nay, you plaide the broker io ill for your felfs^. 
That'you. fhall giue me leaue to make my 
Choyle as Ithinke good: and to thatintcnt 3 , 

3 fliortly meane to leaue you. 

Ed. Leaue me or tarrie.I am full rcfoluk!* 

‘ f* 



To haue the daughter and heirc of the Lord Hanger ford* 
Ed. Andwhat then?It was our will ic fhould be Co? 



M 





TheY; ragedie of. Richard D. of 

EdvrrdytiWhot be tied to his brothers wills. 

Quce My Lords,do ine but right, arid you muft confclTe, 
Before it plealde his highncfleto aduance 
My date to title of a Qucene, 

T hat I was not ignoble i n my birth. 

Edv. Forbeare my Loue,to fawne vpon their frowncs, 
For thee they mu ft obay,nay fliall obay. 

And ii they iooke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, heere is the meflenger returnde from 

(Fraunce 

Enter a Mcffevger. 

Edw. Now -firra, What letters, or what newes/ 

A/e/TNo letters my Lordjand fuch newcs,as without your 
Highneflefpetiall pardon,I dare not relate. 

Edvv.We pardon theejand as necre as thou canft,tell me 
W hat laid Lewis to our letters? 

eJMeft At my departure thefc were his verie wordes. 

Go tell falfe Ed\vard,thy fuppofed King, 
i. hat Lewis of Fraunce is fending ouer Maskers, 

”1 o reuellit with him and his new bride. 

Ed.. Is Lewis fo brauc/belike he tliinkes me Henry. 

But what faide Lady "Bona to thefe wrongs? (fhortly, 

Mif. I ell him(quoth fhe)in hope hee’l prouc a widdower 
He weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Ed. She had the wrong indeedjfhe could fay litlc lefle: 
But what faid Henries Qucene /for as I heare fhe was then in 
place. 

MefT ell him(quoth fhe)my mourning weedes be done. 
Audi am rcadieto put armour on. 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to plaie the zsfm.'iz.otj. 

But w hat faid Waityicke to thefe injuries? 

Mrf He more incenfcd then the reft my Lord, 

1 ell him^quoth hc)that Ire hath done me wrong. 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. 

£d.Ha,Durft die traitour breath out fuch proud vvords/ 
But I will arme me ro preuent the worft. 

But what/is Warwick e friends with eJMargaret? 

Mef. J iny good Lord, they are fo linkt in fricndfbippc, 

That 



Yorke, and Henrie theftxt. 

That voting Prince Edward marries Warwicks daughter. 
Ar.Theelder/behke Clarence fhallhauejhe younger/ 

All vou that loue me, and EVarwickr, follow mc - 

y Exit Clarence, and Sommerfet. 

Ed Clarence ,and Sommer fitted to Warwick*. 
Whatfaicyou brodicr Richard, will you (land to vs? 

Glo. ],my Lord, in dclpight of all that fhal widiftand you' 
For why hath nature made me halt down right. 

But that I fiiould be valient and Hand to it?,. 

For ifl would, I cannot run away. 

Ed. Petibrooke,go raifean armie prefendy. 

Pitch vp my Tcntjfor in thefieldthis night, 

I mearic to reft t and on the morrow morne, 

He march to meet proud Wanvtcke, ere he land 
Thofe ftragling troopes.which he hath got in Fraunce: 

But ere I goc eJHontague and Haft tugs, 

You of alldie reft are neereft alied 
In bloud to Warwickr,A\et{6tc tell me, if 
You fauour him more dien mc,ornot/ 

Spcake trulie,for 1 had rather haue you open enemies. 

Then hollow friendes. 

Mon. So God helpe Montague ,as he proues true. 

Haft . And Haftwgs, as he fauours Edwards caufe. 
fd.ltfhall fuftice:come dien,lets march away. 

V Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Warwicke^and Oxsnford.with Souldiers • 
War.T ruft n\e my Lords,all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs. 

But fee where Sommer fet and Clarence comes. 

Speake fuddcnly my Lords, are we all friends. 

C/a.Fcate not that my Lord. 

War. Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwicks • 

And welcome Sommerfet. I hold it cowardile. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart: 

Hadi paund an open hand, in figne ofloue. 

Elfe might I diinke diat Clarence .Edwards brother, 

Were but a faigngd friend to our proceedings: 
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T be T ragedie of Richard jy, of 

But welcome fwectc Clarence , my daughter fhalbe thine* 
And now what reftes but in nightes couerture. 

Thy brodier being carelefly encamps 
His Souldiers lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a limpleguarde, 

Wemay furprife and take hirnat ourpleafuret 
OurSkoutes haue found the aduenture veric eafiet 
Then cry King Henrie , with refolued mindes. 

And breake we ptefently into his tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in filent fort. 

For Warwick# and his friends.God and Saint George, 

War, This is his Tent, and fee where his guard dothftand. 
Courage my SouIdicrs,now or neuer. 

But follow me now, and Edward fhali be outs, 
e^f/A A Warwick#! a Warwick# , 

<ts4.larmes, and Glofler and Haflings flies, 

Oxf, Who goes there? 

War. Richard and HafltngcsM c them go : here is the Duke. 
£Wiv..The Duke,why Warwick #, when we parted Iaft, 
thou caldft me King? 

VWar. J,buc the cafe is altred now. 

When youdifgraftmein myEmbaflage, 

* Then I difgraft you from being King, 

And nowamcometo create you DukeofTV^p. 

AlalTe how lliould yongouerne any Kingdomc, 

That knowes not how to vfe Embafladours, 

Nor how to vie your brothers brotherly •. 

Nor how to fhrowd your fclfe from enemies. 

Edw. Well Warwick#, \et Fortune doc her worft, 

Edvard in minde will beare himfclfe a King, 

War. Then for his minde,be Edward Englands king. 

But Henrie now (hall weare the Englifh Crowne. 

Goc conucy him to our brother Archbyfhop oi'Tork#, 

And when I haue fought with Ben brook# ,&n<& his followers, 
lie come and tell thee what the Lady ‘Banal ayes: 

And fo for a- whik/arewell good Duke of York#, 

Exeunt fime ynth Edward, 

Cla, 



(\ , 
b 



Yorke, and Henrie the fixt, 

Cla. What followes now, all hitherto goes veil. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters to Frounce, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeede to ioyne with vs. ' 
VVar.l, thats the firft thing that we haue to doc. 

And free king Henrie' from imprifonmeat. 

And fee him ieated in his regall throne. 

Come, let vs hafte away,and hauing part thefe cares, 

He port to York#, and fee how Edward fares. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Cjbfter, Haflings, and fir William Stanly. 

< 7 / 0 . Lord Hafhttgs ,znd fir William Stanly, 

Know, that the caulc I fent for you is this. 

I looke my brother with a (lender traine, 

Should come a hunting in this Forreft hcerej 
The Bifhop of York# befrendes him much, 

Andletshim vfehispleafurcin the chafe: 

Now I haue priuily lent him word. 

How lam come with you to refeue him. 

And fee where the Huntfman and he doth come. 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 

Huntf. This way my Lord the Deere is gone. 

Ed. No this way Huntfman, fee where the Keepers (land. 
Now brother and the reft, 

Wnac,are you prouided to depart? 

Glo. 1,1, the horfe ftandes at the Parke corner. 

Come to Linne, and fo take (hipping into Flounders % 

Ed, Come then ; H aftings and Stonlie , 

I will requite yourloues, Byfhop farewell, 

Sheeld cnee from Warwicl#s frownes: 

And pray that I may repoftefle the Crowne. 

No w Huntfman what will you doe/ 1 
Huntf. Marrie my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Goe with you, as tarry heerc to be hangde. 

Ed Come then, lets away with fpeede, 

Extmtomnes. 
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Enter the Queene and the Lord Riuers. 
j^w/.Teil me good Madam, Why is your Grace f© 
pafsionate oflate? 

Queene. Why brother Rtuers, heare you not the newes 
Of that fuccdl'e king Edward had oflate? 

Rift. What?Iolfe of fome pitch t battaile againft WarWickfit 
T ufh.fcare not faire Queene, but cart thofe cares afide , 
King Edwards noble mmde,his honours doth difplay; 

And Warwick? may lofe,though then he got the day. 

Queen. If that were all, my griefes were at an ends 
But greater troubles will (I feare)befall. 

‘Rift. What.?is he taken prifoner by the foe, 

T o the danger of his royall perfon then.? 

Queen. f,ther’s my griefej King Edward is furprifde. 

And led away, as prifon vnto Torke. 

Rut. The newes is pcsiing (frange,I muft confefle: 

Yet comfort your lelfe, for Edward hath more friends. 
Then Lancafier at this time mult pcrceiue; 

That fome will fet him in his throne a*aine. 

*\na lec me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the fanftuarie. 

Thereto preferue the fruite within my wombe. 

King Edwards feed, true heire to England* crowne. 

Enter Edward andRichard, and Ha(linges With 

Jjnt loft, the (Jates are Ihut; I like not this. 

Rich. Sound vp the Drumine, and call them to the walle$» 

1 •• '< 

Enter the Lord Maior ofT or\e vpon the Walks , 
sJWaior. My Lordcs,we had notice ofyour comming, 
And thatsthecaufewe ftand vpon our garde. 

And (hut the Gates, for to preferue the Townet 
Hmie now is King,and vve are fvvorne to him. 

£4 





torke, md Uenrie the fixt. 

Ed. Why my Lord Maior, if H tnrie be your King, 
Edward I am fure at leaft,is Duke oftorkeJ 

Maior. Trueth my Lord, we know you for no Idle. 

Ed. I craue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Rich. But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hcele quickly make the body folio w after. 

Hal 7. why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points? 
Open the Gates, we are king Henries fricndcs. 

Maior . Say you fo,then lie open them prcfently, 

1 Exit eJMaior, 

Rfi. By tny faith a wife ftout Captaine,5f foone perfwaded. 

The ifttaior opens thedoere , and bringes the 

Keyes in his hand. 

Ed. So my Lord Maior,thele Gates muft not be (hut. 

But in the time of Warre : Giuc me the keyes. 

Whatjfeare not man; for Edward will defend the towne 
and you,defpight of all your foes. 

Enter fir John eJVJ orntgommery with 
Drumme and Souldr.rs. 

How now Richard, Who is this.? 

'Rich, Brother, this is Sir lohn zJUountgommerjf, 

A truftie friend,vnlefle I be deceiude. 

Ed. Welcome Sir lohn , Wherefore come you in armes.? 

Sir lohn. To helpe king Edward in this time of ftormes. 
As euery loyall fubied: ought to doe. 

Ed. Thankes braue Mountgommcry , 

But I onely claimemy Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend thee reft. 

Sir John. Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
.March away : I came to ferue a King and not a Duke. 

Ed. Nay ftay Sir John, and let vs firft debate. 

With what fecuritie we may doc this thing. 

Sir John. What ftand you on debatingito bebriefe. 
Except you prefently prodaimeyour fclfe our King, 

He hence againe, &keepe them backe that come tofuccour 
yon ; why lhould vve fighc a when you pretende- no title.? 

* ' G. jRieht 
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^ ich . Ficbrother.fie.ftandc you vpon tearmes? 

Retoke your fdfe,and let vs claimethe Crowne. 

Ed. I am refolude once more to claimc the Crowne 
And win it too, or elietolofe my life, ' 

Sr, lohn. I now my Soueraigne ipeakes like himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion, 
bound 1 iumpets,for EdWvrd fhalbc ptoclaymde. 

Euward the fourth by the grace of God, King of England and 
Fraun«?,and Lord of Ireland; B 

And whofoeuer gainlayes king Edwards right, 

Ey tins 1 challenge him to fingle fight , 

Cong line Edward the fourth, 

■ <eAU. Long liue Edward the fourth. 

Ed. We thankeyou all. Lord Maiordead on the wav 
For this night weelc barboure hecr in Torke ^ 

And then as carlie as the morning funne * 

Elites vp his bcamesaboue this Horifon, 

\\ cclc march to London,tomeetc with WarWicke, 

And pull falfe Home from the Rcgall throne. 

Enter Warwick? and Clarence. .with the Crdvene, and then 
Henrie, Mid Oxford,and Summerfet , and the 
young Sark of % tchmend . . 



AW, Thus from thePrifon to this princely lease, 
by Gods great mercies am I brought againe; 

Clarence and Warwick? do you keepe the Crowne 
And gouerne and proteft my Realme in peace, * 

Ann i will (pend the Remnant of my dayes, 

J o linnes rebuke^nd iny creators prayfe. 

hat anfwcres Clarence to his Soueraignes .will/ 1 

CU. Clarence agrees to what king Hcnne likes. 

King. My Lord of Sommerfet , what prettie Boy is that. 
You feeme to De fo careful! of? ^ * , 

5 m. And gpfeafe your Grace,it isyoung Heme, 

Earle of Richmond. 

Krng, Home of Richmond, Come hither prettie Ladde 
" heauenly powers doe aime aright 



1orkt y and Henrie thefixt. 

To my diuining thoughtes,thou prettie boy, 

Shalt proue this Couutrics blifle, 

Thy head is made to weare a princely Crowne, 

Thy lookes are all repleat with Maieftie: 

Make much of him my Lordes, for this is he, 

Shalhelpe you more, then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a letter to P'ICirWieke. 

War. What counfcll Lordsf Edward from fB eight. 

With haftie qermaines and blunt Hollanders, 

Ispaft in fafetie through the narrow leas, , 

And with histroopes do martch amaine towards London^ 
And many giddie people follow him. 

Oxf. Tis beft to looke to this betimes, 

For ifthis'fire doe kindle any further, 

It will be hard for ys to quench it out. 

War. In Warwick e (hire I haue true harted friendcs. 

Not mutinous in peace, y cc bold in warr e. 

Them will I mulicr vp,and thou fouue Clarence iLalc 
In E(lex,SufL>lke,Norfolke,and in Ke'nt, 

Stirre vp the Knights and Gentlemen to come with thcc,. 
And thou brother Montague , in Leitter (hire, 

Buckingham and Northampton (hire (halt finde. 

Men well inclinde todoo what thoucommaunds. 

And thou braue Oxford wondrous well belou'd, 

Shalt in thy countries mutter vp thy friends. 

My foueraigne with his louing Citizens,. 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lordes, rake leaue and ftand not to replies 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King. Farewell my HeBor , my T royes true hope. 

War. Farewell fweete Lordes, lets mecte at Couemrie. 
<±All. Agreed. Exeunt Ontnes.. 



Enter Edward and his mine.,; 

Ed. Seale on the fhamefaft Henrie , 

And once againe conuay him to the Tower, 

G 2. 




gHfs 
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Away widi him,l will not hcare him fpeake. 

And now towards Coucntric lets bend our courfe 
1 o meet with Warwick ?, and his confederates. * 

Exeunt Omntt . 

£nUr Warwick? on the Wallet. 

^V.Whcrc is die pod that came from valient Oxford} 

H °n V honed fellowe? ‘ 

vx.lojt.by this at Dawm^marching hitherward. 

War. W here is our brother Montaouei 
Where is the pod that came from ^Montague} 
ojt.l left hirn at Donfmore , with his troooes. 

a Lu , ; Y So f? mer fi^>w here is my louring fonne/ 

And by thy getfc.how farre is CLirence hence? 

So„ t.MSoMham my Lord, I left him with his force, 

And qo expert him two howers hence, 

H ar> 1 hen Oxford is at hand, I hearchis drum. 

Sntcr £ 'dtotird/md his pdW'ty. 

y ^.See Brother vvhc;rc the furly Wvtrmcke mans die wall. 
ar -y n vnbid s fpottill Sdwardc omc? 

Where IJept our fcoutcsPor how are they feduc’d.* 

I hat we could haue no newes of dieir repaired 

J4Now. thou beforie for thy Smites, 

A " d Ca i) r £dftt ’^Kmg,and he will pardon thee/ 

^f-Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

r^°n 7i W 10 ^ Ct tbce v P: and puld thee downc- 
V J patron ,and be penitent, 

And dl0u Ihllremainethe Duke of Pork?. 

nrftf had , th °V» ht atlcaft bc wou!d hauc faidtheKinp, 

idr did he make the icalfagainft his will/ 

the kin :l domc w thy brother, 
fW. Wl.y Chen ti* mine,if but by Warmcket guift. - 

War I but thou art no «t Atlas for fo great a waight. 

And weakling Wartock? takes hi s guift againe ' § 

Henri! \s my kingj Warwick? his fubieft. 

rvr! • pt^theo gallanr Warwick? tell me this, 
vViiatisthe bodic,when the head is off) 

i* &• 






Torkc^and Hcnricthefixt. 

gio. Alas that Warwicks had no more forefight. 

But while he fought to tteale the fingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from thedecke: 

You left poore Hcnrte in the Bifhops pallace. 

And ten to one youle meet him in the T ower. 

Ed. T is euen fo,and yet you are ould Warwick? (fill, 
War.O cheerful] colloursdcc where Oxford comes/ 

Enter Oxford with drum and fouldicrs ,and all 

crie Oxford ', Oxford for Lancafier . Exeunt. 

EdfTkic gates arc open, lee, they enter in. 

Lets follow them, and bid them batcailein the ftrcctes. 

(fh . NOjfofomc other might fet vpon our backes, 

Wee’l ftay till allbc entred,and then follow them. 

Enter Son inter fet with drum and fouldicrs. 
Som.Sommerfetf>um/n:rfei /or Lancafier. Exeunt. 

gio.T wo of thy name both Dukes of Sommerfet, 

Haue fould their liuesvnto thehoufeof Yorke, 

And thou fhalt be the third,and my 1 word hold. 

Enter ont ague, with drum and puttiers, 

M< in.nJMontag ue, Mont ague, {ox Lancaster. Exeunt 

£d.Traicerou$ Montague ,i\\o\i and thy brother. 

Shall deerlie abie this rebellious a£te. 

E nter Clarence, with drum and fouldicrs. 

War. And loe where fjeorge of Clarence weepcs alon c*. 

Or power enough to bid his brother battaile. 

Cla. Clarence, Clarence fox Lancafier. Exeunt , 

Et tu Brute, wilt thou ftab Cafar too? 

A parlie firrah to Cjeorge of Clarence. 

Sound a Parlie, and Rtchard and Clarence whiffets wether, 
and then Clarence takes his red Rofie out of his 
Hatandthrowesitat Warwick?. 

War.C ome Clarence, come, thou wilt itWarVcicfo calk" 
^.Father ofWamwke, know you what this meancs? 

H throw mine mfamie at thee, 

Gj- 




I 





TheT rdgcdie of Richar d B . of 

I wil not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

Who gaue his bloud to lime the ftones togedhers 
And fee vp Lancatter. Thinkeft thou 
That Clarence is fo harfih vnnaturall, 
i o life his fword againft his brothers life? 

And lb proud hearted Warwicks I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turtle my bluflhing cheekes; 

Pardon mzSdtyArddot I hauc done amifife. 

And RichardAo not frowne vpon me, 

For hence forth I will proue no more vnconflant. 

Ed. Welcome Clarence, and ten times more welcome* 
*jhen ii thou ncuer hadfl deferued our hate* 

(^.Welcome 'good (flamicc , this is brotherly. 

War.Oh pafsing traitQur,periurde,aad vniuft. 

£^.Now Warwicke , wilt thou leauc the Towne & fight? 
Or fiiall we beate the (tones about thine earcs? 

W^Wby,I am not coopc yp heere for defence, 

I will away to "Barnet picfently. 

And bid thee battaile£^ry^ 3 if thou dareft. 

Ed.Ye s Warwicke , he dares,ancl leades the way. 

Lords to the field/ainc Cjeorgezwd vi&orie. 

Exeunt Omnes^ 

<s/l Urates stijd {hen enter. Warwick^, wounded. 

War. Ah whois mVCome to me friend, or foe* 

And tell me who \^v'\Rot y Torkp } o\EFarwickpl 
Why aske I diat? my mangled bodie fhewes> 

That I mtift yeeldmy bodicto the eardi, j? 

And by my fal! the conqueft to my foes: - v 

Thus } eeldes the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue liielter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whole fhade the ramping Lionflept, 

Whofe top braunch ouerpeerM loues fpreading trees . 

The wrinckles in my brqwes,now fild with bloud. 

Were likened oft to Kingly fepulchcrs, 

For who liu 3 d King but I could dig his graue? 

And. who duift finile, when Warmchp. bent his brow? 






. 






lira 



Ytrke, and Uenrie the fixt. 

Loe now my glorie fmeerd in duft and bloud. 

My paikes,my walkes,my mannours that 1 had, 

£uen now foriake mc 3 and of all my lands 

Is nothing left mc,buc my bodies length. ■ 

Enter Ox ford, and Sommer fit. • • ... 

Oat. Ah Warwick^, F/'arwicke , chcerc vp thy felfe and huff, 

For yet theres hope enough co win the day 3 

Our vvathke Queene with troopes is tome from Emttice, 

And at South-bamptm landed all her traine. 

And mighteft thou liue,thcn would we neuerflie. 

War. Why, then I would not flie.nor haue I now. 

But Hercules him frlfe tnuft yceld to ods, 

Formany Woundes receiu’d and many moerepaide,’ 

Hath robd my itrongknic finewes of their flrertgth, 
Andfpiteoffpites needesmuft I yeeld to death. 

Somrthy brother fjddontaguc hath breathd his laff, 

And at the pangs of death 1 heard him crie. 

And faie, commend me to my valient brother. 

And more he would hauc faide,and more he faide 9 
Which-founded like a clamour in a vaulfe, 

Thatcould notbedifiinguifhc forthe founde. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

VLW-.What is pompc,rule,faigne,but earth and dufl? 
And hue we haw we can,y et die we muft. 

Sweet reft hisfouIe,flie Lords, and faue yourfelues. 

For Warmche bids you all fare welled meet in Hcauen. 

Hedies. 

Oxf. Come no'o\c Sumimrfet, lets take ourHorfe, 

And cauferetraite be founded through the Campc, 

That all our friendes that yet remain* alittiS, 

May be a warn’d, and faue them felues by flight. 

That done, with them weetepoft vnto the Queene, 

And once more trie our fortune in the fielde, £x.ambe . 

Enter Edward.Ckrence.andgioftcr With fouldkrs. 

Ed. Thus Rill our fortune giucs vs viftoriej 
And girts our temples With trimphant ioyes. 
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TheT ragedie of Richard D . of 

The bigboond Warwick e hath breachdc his la#* 

And heauen this day hath fmildevpon vs allT * 

But in this cleere and brightfome day, 
ru C a> fufpitious clouds appeare v • 

That will encounter with our glorious funne 
Betore he gaine his eafefull wetter ne beames, 
i means thofe powers which the Queene hath got in Eraunce^ 
Arc landed,and meane once more to menace vs* 

Glo. Oxford a ndSommerfit are fled to her. 

And tis likelic if lhe haue time to breath. 

Her fa&ion will be full as flrong as ours. 
fd. VVe arc aducrtifde by our louiug friends, 
nac they do holds their courfe towardes Tcwxburie? 

1 hither will we/or willingnefle rids way. 

And in eueric countie as we paflfe along. 

Our ftrengthes fhall be augmented. Come, lets gee; 
ror if we fheke this faire bright Summers daie, 

Shaipe Winters fhowers will marreour hope for haie. 

Exeunt mm^ 

Enter lhe Qgis-ene, f Prince £ dxvard, O xford, & Sum - 
merfetjtoih SDruynme & Sonldters . 

Quee . Welcome to England, my louing friends of France^ 
And welcome Sown erfet and Oxford too. 

Once more haue vve fpread our Sailcs abroad: 

And though our tackling be almoftconfumde. 

And V Vtirvvicke as our maine-Maft ouerthrowne, : 

Yet warlike Lordes,raife you that flurdie port. 

That beares the fades to bring vs vnto r eft. 

And Ned and I as willing Pilots fhould 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the flerne, 

T o beare vs through that dangerous gulrc, 

^Fhat heretofore hath fwallovved vp our friendes. f 

c 7'rines. And ifthercbe,as God forbidthere fhould, 

A mongft vs a timerous or fearefull m3n. 

Let him depart before theBattaile ioyne, 

Leafthein time ofneed intife another. 

And fo withdraw the Souldicrs harts from rs* 

I will 



Torkt, And Henrie the fix t. 

I will not (land aloofe and bid you fight, 

Butwithmy fword prcfle in the thickeft throngs, - . 

And finale Edwardfrom his ftrongett guarde: 

And band to hand, enforce him for coyeelde. 

Or leaue my bodie as witnclfe of my though tes. 

OAr.Womea and Children of fo high relolue? 

And warriours faint, why twere perpetuali fliame: 

Oh braue young prince, thy noble Grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee : long mayett thou Hue, 

To beare his Imagc,and to renew his glories. 

Som: And he that turnes and flics when fuch do ngntj, 

Let him to bed, and like the OwJe by day, 

Be hiftand wondred at, ifheaiifc, 

. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef.My Lords 5 Duke Edward with a mightic power. 

Is marching hitherwards to fight with you ; 

Ox. I thought it was his pollicie to take vs vnprouided, 
but heere will we fland,and fight it to the death. 

Enter king Edward, Ch. G lo. Hast, and fouldiers. 

Ed.Scz btodaerSjyondcr ftands the thornic wood, 

Which by godsafittance and your proweffe. 

Shall with our swordes ere nighc,be cleanecuc downe. 

Quee. Lords, Knightes y and Gentlemen, what I fhould fay. 
My tea res gainjay ; for as you fee, I drinkc 
The water ofmine eies.Then no more but this, 

Henris your king is prifoncr in the T ower, 

His land and all our friends are quite diftreft, 

And yonder flands the Wolfe that makes all this. 

Then on Gods name 5 Lords together crie, Saint George . 
AlLSixnt (feorge for Lancafter, ■ 

AUrm.cs to the Tdattaile, T crlyfJcs., fh&t. ihcChambers bedifefar* 
* g e d. T ben ent er the Kwg,Cla . G lo>and he refl 3 and make a 
great (hont^and trie; For Fork? for T^kerand hen 
... the Qugepe is tabffa he fFmcejO. xfard y md . ‘ 

Sum, gr then founds enter ail aganib . I 
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The Tragedit pf Richard D,ef 

£d.Lo heere a period oftumulrnousbroiles. 
Away with Oxford , to (dames Cafile llraighc. 

For Summerfet, off with his guiltie head: 

Away,I will not heare them fpeake. 

Ox. For my part lie not trouble thee with wordes^ 



Sxit Ox r ord % 

Sow . Nor l,but ftoope with patienceto my death. 

SxitSommtrfet 

Ed Now cdivmzjwhat fatisfaflion canft thou make, 

For (iirring vv my lubic&s to rebel lion? 

‘Pr/rzce.Speake like a fubiedfc, proud ambitious Ycrhg t 
Suppoie that I amnowmy lathers mouth, 

Refignc thy chairc: and where 1 iland,kncele thou, 

W luleft 1 propole the felle fame woords to thee. 

Which traiuour thou wouldft haue me anfwarc to. 

.£W.Oh that thy father had bin fo relolu’d. 

Glo. That you might Hill haue kept your petticoate, 

And ncre haue llolne the breech from Lancafltr. 

‘ Trince . Let ts£fep fable in a winters night, 

His currifh Riddles fortes uot with this place* 

Cjh.Xiy heauen, brat lie plague you for that word, 
^^/ee.ljthou waft borne to be a plague to men* 

Cjlo. For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prince. Nay takeaway this fcoldingCrooktbackerather. 

Peace wilfull boy 5 or I will tame your tongue* 
£7<««Vmutercd Lad, thou art to malapert. 

Prince . I know my dutie,y on are al! yndutifull, 

Lalciuious £dward, and thou periur’d (jeorge , 

And thou miihapen Dak ?, I tell you all, 

] am your better^raitours as you be. 

£d.Tzke that, the lightnes of this rayler hecrc. 
kill me too. 

filo. Marne and Jhall* (die. 

£d Hold Pjchard, hold, for wehaue done to much alrea 
Gio. Why fhould fhe hue to fill the worlde with words. 
£d. What doth fhe fwound/makc meancs for her rccoue- 
Glc.£tarence>cxc ufe me to the King my brother, (ric. 

I mult to Londomon a (erious matter. 

Ere 



TforVt, JJtnrle the fixt. 

^-oucoaKtlurK,, „« toll bc,« more «w C ». 

Ck About what, ptethee tell me. 

g(..The Tower man, the Tower.Ile roote ^ 

Qtutnt. Ah Afctfpealte to thy Mother boy. 

Ah thou canft not fpeake, ... 

Traitours,Tyrants,blouddic Homicides. , 

They that ltabd Cato (hed no bloud at all. 

For he was a man, this in reJpeft a child?. 

And men ncre fpend their fur.c on a chi de 

What* worfe then tirant, that 1 truy na i 

You hade no children Deuells you had. 

The thought of them,would then haue Hope your rage: 

But ifyou euer hope to haue a ionne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut oit, 
is^tours you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Ed. Away ,andbcarc her hence, 

CW.Nav.nere beare me hence, difpatch me here, 
He^lkcath thy fword,Ile pardon thee my death. 

Wilt thou not? 

Then Clarence, do thou do it, 

Cla. By heauen I would not do thee fo much eate. 

Oitee. Good Clarence do,f.vcct Cornice kill me too. 
Ai.Didft not thou heare me fweare I would not do it. 
jQ«fc.I,but thou vie 11 to forfweare thy felfej 
T’wasfinne beforc,but now tis charitie. 

Wheres the Diuells butcher?hard fauourd ‘Rechard, 

'Richard where art thou? 

He is not hcere,Murder is hisalmesdeed, 

Petitioners forbloud,he nere put backe. 

£ d. Away I faie.and take her hence per force. 

S^uet.So come to you and yours,as to this prince^ ^ 

Edw.Clarence, wblithexs G loiter gone? 

Cla. Marric my Lord to London,as I gene, 

T o make a bloudie fu pper in the T ower. 

£d. He is" fuddaine,ifa thing come in his head. 
Well.difcharge the common Sou ldiers with pay > 

H z, Ahd 







E be Tr/igedu OJ KichardT) 

And tJ;ai)kes,andnow lei vs towardes London 
J o ICC our gentle Quecnc how (Lc noth h,V 
ior by U.i H lhope)lhcl,ath a Sonncfot v 7 

Exeunt Omnes. 

r •„ rT\ G J cFhr *\ Ktng HmU m the 

Haue now the iatall obiefl in foine eve * 

Tlv y P °r y f U ” S Was *»*."* caught and hide. 

<jh Way whaf a fpole was that o fCrcetef 

i bat caught his forme the off,ce of a iiirde, 

Andyct ior all that, the poorc fowie was drowoe. 

J™: \ Eedn/^my poore f onnt k . m ^ 
i by Jather 4 /ww,that denidc our courfe, — 

A ! 7 l i r0th i r EaXX ' avd > thcSunnc that fearde his winges. 
An.hnou the cnuions Guide that fwallowed him. • 

y.i wv ttcr can niy breh abide thy daggers poynt. 0 
1 nea can mine cares that tragike Juiioric. 

(,lo. Wiiy, do id thou thinke i am an executioner? 

Eton. A pcrieciiterl am furethou art? 

And iftnurdeiing Innocences be executions, 
i lien i knovv thou art an cxccucioncr/ . . t 

I hy tonne] kiltie for his prefuinption. 
t//. Hadft thou bin kilde when firft theudidftorefufoe, 
Ihouhadflnot liude tdk Ilatbnncofminer 1 • 

Ana thus I prdphefie of chee; 

Tliat many a Wicjdow for herHusbands.^eath, 

An<^ many an Infants Water flariding eye, 

Widdovvcs for their husbandes, children for theirfathers, T 

onail cur. e the time that euer thou vvert borne, 

J- iVf.-Owle ffirikt- at thy birth; an cud! figne, 

The 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy IV. Part 3 (STC210C>6a) 







TorkCj ptt/l Ef erne iheftxt. 

The niglic-Crow cricle,aboding lucklcfle tune. 

Podges houide,and hidious fompeftes fiiooke dotvne trees, 
Theiiauen rookt her on the Chimnies top, 

Andchatrering Picsindilmall difeord lung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought foorthlefle then a mothers hopc,‘ 

To wit, an vndigeft created lumpe. 

Not like the fruite of fifth a goodly tree; 

Teeth hadft diou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou camlt to bite the worlde: 

And it the reft be true that 1 haue heard, 

Thou camiiinto the world lit (labs him. 

Glo. Die Prophet in thy fpeach,Ile hcarc no more. 

For this, amongli the reft, was I ordainde, 

Hen. I ahd tor much more flaugbter ^tter this, 

0 God forgiue my (nines, and pardon thee. He dies. 

Cjlo. What? will the afpynng blood of L me after 

Sinke into the grOtrnd?I had thought it would haue mounted 
See how my fword weepes for the poote Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple teares be ahvayes fiiccJ, ' 

For file ii as leeke the downefall ofour houfc, , 

If any fparke of life remaihe in thee, 

Stab be huh dgalne. 

Downe,downe to hell, and fty I lent thee' thither. 

1 that haue neither pittie,loue,nor fearci 
Indeed twas true that Henrie tolde me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother lay. 

That I came into the worlde with my legges fonvaVc'; 

And had I not rcafon thinke you to make hafic. 

And leeke their ruincs that vlurpt our rights? 

The women wept,' and the Midwife ende, 

0 IefusHeftc vs, he is bbrne with teeth. 

And lo I was indeed l yyhich plaiiicly fignifidc. 

That 1 fiiouldfnarle and bite,arid play the clogge. . " ' ' 

Then fince Heaiien hath made my body lb, Ct> 

Let Hell make croofef ifoy’lniiidcico anl were it. 

1 had n^ather; lam like no father. 

I hatic no brother; I am like no brothers. 

U 3; And 
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•jjjAncl diis word Lone, which graybeardes tcarme diuine, 
jjBe refident in men like one another, 
aAnd not in me; lam my felfc alone, 
i Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light; 

[iBut'f will fort a pitchie day for thee. 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophefics. 

As Edward (hall be fearefulll of his life : 

And then to purge his feare,Ile be thy death. 

Henrie and his fonnearc gone, thou Clarence next. 

And by one and one, I will difpatch the reft. 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be bed. 

Jle dragge thy body in another roome, 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. 

Exit . 

!■ 

•< 

*i Enter King Edward, Qytcene Elizabeth, and a Nurfi 
With the young Prince , and Clarence,and 
Hail mge s, and.' o thers. 

EdW. Once more we fit in Englandes royal! throne, 
Repurchafdc with the blood of enemies, 

What valiant foe-men like to Autumes come, 

Haue we mow’d downein topsofall their pride? 

T hree Dukes of Siimmerfet , three folde renowmd, 

For bardic and vndoubted champions. 

T wo Cliffords, as the father and the fonne: 

And two TS[orthmnberlands\i\\o brauermen 
Ncre fpurd their courfcrs at the trumpets found. 

Wth them the two rough Beares t Warmikg Sc Montague . 
That in their chaines fettered the kingly Lion, 

And made the forreft tremble when they roard.* 

Thus haue we fwept fufpitionfrom our fcate, 

And made our footeft oolc of fecuriitie. 

Conie hither "BeJJe, and let me kifle my Boy, 

Young Ned, for thee, thine Vncles and my felfe, 

Haue in our Armours watcht the Winters night, 
Martcht all a foote in Summers folding heat. 



That 



forkc, Phnrtt thejixt. 

That thou miohtft repoiTelfc the crowne in peace, 

Fo,v« 1 am not look, on intb. world.. 

^ ,L 1 lone the fruits ta rt® ^ fpraugft, 
Witneflc the louing kifTc I gtuc the chdde. 

To fay the trueth, fo Judas kill his Mail cr. 

And (o hecride, AH haiie; and meant a l harme. 

Edward. Now am l feated as my loule de hghtes, 

Hauine my Countries peace,and brothers |oues. 

U Cla. What will your Grace haue done with ^Margaret? 
Bernard her father to the king of Frounce, 

Hath paund the Cyftls and Ierufalem, 

And hither haue they lent it for herranfome. 

£dw. Away with her, and waft her hence to Framcc. 

And now what rcftes.but that we (pend the time. 

With (lately triumphcs.and mirthfull comicke lJiewes, 

Such as befits the plcafurcs of the Court, 

Sound Drummesand Trumpccstfarewell to fower annoy, 

For here 1 hope, begins our lafting toy. 

Exeunt omnes* 



FINIS. 
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